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PREFACE 


HE Meditations in this volume were given 
last Lent in St. Mark’s, Philadelphia, at 
noon on Fridays. Though complete in 

themselves they are really a continuation of a 
course on the Passion of our Blessed Lorp which 
had been delivered in St. Mark’s the previous 
Lent (1894). In the latter course the Passion 
had been treated as witnessing as a whole to cer- 
tain moral virtues. In the present series a few 
scenes in the Passion have been taken in relation 
to the individual soul. 

The Addresses on the Seven Last Words were 
given in the same church at the Three Hours’ 
Service on Good Friday, 1895. 

Together they form a consecutive series of 
Meditations for Holy Week or for the Fridays in 
Lent. 

They all were delivered without notes, but were 
taken down by a stenographer, whose report makes 
it possible to publish them almost verbatim as they 
were delivered. If they should help one soul toa 
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more personal appreciation of our Blessed Lorn’s 
Love, toa deeper penitence, or to a more earnest 
purpose in life, their publication will have been 
justified. 


ALFRED G. MORTIMER, 


ST. MARK’S, PHILADELPHIA, 
Lipiphany, 1896. 
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MEDITATIONS ON THE PASSION. 


THE SCOURGING OF OUR BLESSED LORD. 


RELUDE I. Contemplate our Lorp fastened 
with cruel bonds to a pillar, the execution- 
ers raining down upon Him their lashes, 

and our Lorp saying, ‘‘I looked for some to have 
pity on Me, but there was no man.”’ 

Prelude II. O Lorp Jesu Curist, send Thine 
Hoy Spirit into my heart asI meditate upon 
Thy Passion, and give me the grace of holy pity, 
that I may have compassion upon Thee and gladly 
suffer with Thee, and that I may never add to 
Thy sufferings by my sins. Grant this, dear 
Lorp, Who livest and reignest with the FATHER 
in the unity of the same Spirit, Gop, world 
without end. Amen. 


Our Father, etc. 


We are to approach once more this Lent the 
contemplation of our Blessed Lorp’s Passion, to 
I 
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meditate once more on that story of unutterable 
woe, that record of infinite and inexhaustible love ; 
and we begin with the Scourging of our Blessed 
_Lorp. We pass over the scene of betrayal, the 
“arrest in the Garden, His being bound and led 
first before Annas and then before Caiaphas ; that 
night of misery when He was delivered to the 
tender mercies, aye, rather to the cruelties of the 
servants of the High Priest, who blindfolded Him 
and smote Him on the Face, who buffeted Him 
and spat on Him ; that night of unspeakable woe. 
We pass over His examination before Pilate, His 
mockery by Herod, and come-to the time when 
Pilate, the unjust judge, finding that he cannot 
deliver his Prisoner, and too great a coward to 
stand against popular feeling, in the hope of 
moving the mob to compassion orders Him to be 
_ scourged. 


I. The scene is the barrack-yard of the Pre- 
torium ; soldiers standing around; Jesus alone. 
The soldiers looked upon Him, probably, as an 
impersonation of that dogged spirit of Jewish 
rebellion, which had made Syria the hardest to 
govern of all the Roman provinces, and had so 
often given them trouble ; and so they prepared 
to vent on Him the concentrated hatred which 
they entertained for the Jewish race, their stub- 
born victims. 

Tradition tells us that four men stepped for- 
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ward as executioners. They strip Him of His 
clothes, and there He stands before that jeering 
crowd, naked. Oh, meditate first upon the blush 
of shame that passed over the sacred Frame of 
Jesus, that sense of shame which can be measured 
exactly by the purity and innocence of the Suf- 
ferer! Think of that unutterable torture, to 
stand there stripped before that cruel, jeering 
crowd of vile soldiers; that sense of shame so 
keen in those who are innocent and pure, so 
blunted in those who are sinful and cruel! Ah, 
shame was the first gift that Gop gave to every 
one of us, as a bulwark against sin. Shame— 
from how many a sin has it not held us back, until 
we lost our innocence and our sense of shame ! 
And so my Blessed Lorp endures first the 
shame of being stripped before that crowd as an 
expiation for my shameless impudence in sin, for 
that shamelessness by which I in my sin have 
again and again stripped myself of the garment 
of innocence and grace wherewith Gop Himself 
clothed me; that shamelessness with which 
again and again, in the sight, not of men, sin- 
ners like myself, but in the sight of Angels and 
Saints and the whole company of Heaven, I have 
by my sins stripped myself of the garments of 
virtue and innocence! Oh, let me here remember 
those thoughts of evil which have been allowed 
unchecked to run riot through my mind ; those 
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words of sin with which I have discussed with 
one sinful like myself what the Angels shuddered 
to listen to, what I would not have dared to have 
spoken before the world ; aye, and perhaps those 
deeds of sin, which brought no blush mantling 
to my cheek, but which my Lorp by His shame 
had at this time to bear! 

But His shame is more than the punishment for 

my sin; it is the price by which He bought back 
for me that garment of His grace wherewith to 
clothe my nakedness. He was exposed before 
those vile and cruel men that in the sight of 
Angels and Saints I might be clothed upon with 
His own garment of righteousness. Oh, offer to 
JEsus, as you think upon His shame, your reso- 
lution to strip yourself this Lent of all the sinful 
things in your life, to accept the shame of peni- 
tence, that every sin may be washed away in 
\His precious Blood; beseeching Him by the 
shame which He then suffered to clothe you 
once more with the garment of His own right- 
eousness, and promising Him nevermore shame- 
fully to cast it away! Oh, let us meditate upon 
the first and in some sense the most poignant of 
the sufferings of our Lorp in the scourging— 
His shame when stripped of His garments ! 

II. And then pass on to the contemplation of 
the act of fastening Him to the pillar. T'radi- 
tion tells us they bound Him there, feet and 
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hands ; they bound His Hands above His Head, 
so that they might reach every part of His sacred 
Body more easily, that He might be absolutely 
unprotected from their cruel hate and malice. 
JEsus bound to the pillar! He Who was not only 
perfect Man but perfect Gop ; He Who, while He 
was weak as man and suffered His Passion in all 
the weakness of His Humanity, was never for 
one instant anything but almighty as the Son of 
Gop! Oh, as we gaze upon Him bound to that 
pillar there, do we not see a strange contradiction, 
a marvellous paradox— almighty helpiessness ! 
The Almighty bound, not only by sinful creatures 
in their cruelty, but bound to that pillar by His 
love for us! 

Here let us see first the expiation for the wil- 
ful fettering of the powers of our soul by sin, for 
the voluntary yielding of ourselves to Satan to tie 
and bind us with the chain of our sins. Gop 
gave us as our greatest gift the power of free 
will; Gop set usin this world of His free from 
sin, and we have listened, not to the whisperings 
of His Hoy Sprrir, not to the preachings of the 
Ministers of His Church, not to the warnings of 
our Guardian Angel, but to the malicious sug- 
gestions of the Devil; and we have forged—oh, 
terrible thought !—we have forged link by link 
the chain which binds and fetters and enslaves 
our soul! Our will, which once was free, now 
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fettered and bound by habits of sin ; our memory, 
which once was pure, stained and made, alas! not 
a receptacle for the treasures of Gop’s goodness, 
but the horrid lurking-place of sinful recollec- 
tions ; our imagination, which, strengthened by 
His Hoty Sprrit and illuminated by revelation, 
might have feasted upon the joys and glories of 
Heaven, might have gazed upon the beauteous 
Face of the Beloved of our soul, alas, revelling in 
the sins and recollections of sins of which we 
have heard or read, or in which we have been 
even actors ourselves! ‘‘ Tied and bound,’’ as 
the Collect in our Prayer-Book says—not only 
tied, but bound with the chain of our sins; and 
we ourselves, in our folly, in our blindness, in 
our wilful love of evil, have forged every link of 
that chain from which we find it is so absolutely 
impossible apart from Gop’s grace, ever to get 
free. JESUS bearing the punishment as He is tied 
to the pillar! Almighty Gop bound by His crea- 
tures as a punishment, because they allowed 
themselves to be bound—aye, more, because they 
bound themselves with habits of sin so that every 
gift of Gon, every faculty of the soul, is in a state 
of bondage ! 

But we gaze upon our Lorp bound to the pillar 
not only as the punishment for sin, but as the 
price of our freedom. He is bound that I may 
be set free! He bears the chains, the links of 
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which I forged, that by His love and goodness 
the powers of my soul once more may be set free ! 
Oh, what shall I do with my freedom—shall I go 
, and forge again those fetters? Shall I go and 
thrust again the powers of my soul into those 
manacles from which Jesus has freed me? Nay, 
rather, dear LorpD, give me grace this Lent, if 
never before, to give to Thee—what? my free 
will! Lorn, if I have learned anything by the 
bitter experience of my sins, I have learned that 
I cannot keep my own heart, my own will; and 
so I give them to Thee, and I ask Thee to keep 
them, for I am too weak! Lorp, I dare to take 
upon my lips, not in any mere rhetoric of religious 
phraseology, not in any mere poetry of enthusi- 
astic and fanatical sentiment, but in sober earnest, 
the words of Thy great Apostle—Lorp, from this 
time forth I desire to be Thy ‘‘ bond-slave’’—to be 
bound as to my will and my affections, to be 
fettered as to my memory and my imagination, 
to be tied as to my intellect and all the powers of 
my nature, not by the chains of sin, but by the 
cords of love! ‘‘The love of Curis? constrain- 
eth us.’’ Oh, let the love of CHristT so bind and 
unite in holy obedience every power of my na- 
ture to Him, that the freedom which He pur- 
chased at the price of His own captivity, that 
freedom which He gave to me at the cost of His 
own chains, may be the means of binding me as 
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His bond-slave for ever, binding me to His own 
most holy Will ! 

III. Then let us pass from the stripping off 
of His garments, from the chaining of His Hands . 
and Feet to the pillar, to the third act in the 
tragedy, to the actual scourging. See the execu- 
tioners take their places before the helpless Vic- 
tim of their malice and cruelty! See them take 
up the scourge! Examineit. It is no toy, such 
as some have used in religious mockery. A 
Roman scourge was no trifle. There were the 
cords—if made of cords, as it sometimes was 
—or the iron chains, and they were studded 
every here and there, not with knots, but with 
steel rowels, which like spurs cut into the flesh 
and brought the blood from a dozen wounds at 
every blow. See the first executioner swing the 
scourge back over his shoulders and bring it 
down with a dull thud upon the delicate Frame 
of your Lorp! Blow after blow—the blood 
starting from a thousand wounds and then trick- 
ling down the flesh; the flesh itself becoming 
first livid and then torn in strips as blow after 
blow descends ; the executioners’ strength wearies 
before their cruelty is exhausted, and the first 
four give place to four other soldiers, who wreak 
their hatred upon the uncomplaining Body of 
Curist! Hark to the sound of the scourge as 
it whistles through the air! Hark to the thud 
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of the iron as it comes down upon that tender 
flesh, laying open the very bones! ‘The horrid 
sound rings through the courtyard—aye, through 
the whole world ! for we hear it to-day, after two 
thousand years, for by those blows the sins of 
the world are being expiated. What is it that 
we are looking at? Sin scourging the Son of 
Gop! ‘Those executioners are simply sin per- 
sonified, and as sin did then, so sin does now. 
Wherever sin can find a son of Gop it strives 
to scourge him. When you sin you are scourg- 
ing Gop in your nature, you are trying to kill 
yourself, trying to kill Gop in your soul. Sin 
is an act of suicide, for sin is the disintegrating 
force in our lives. Sin is an act of deicide, for 
sin is, as far as lies with you, the killing of 
Gop in your nature. Oh, if you have no pity on 
your Gop, have pity on yourself! The soldiers 
were the blind instruments of Satan’s rage. They 
were blinded by anger, cruelty, lust, every pas- 
sion which defiles the human heart and degrades 
man below the level of the beasts; and Satan, 
who blinded them, was blinded himself by his 
envy, by his hatred of his Gon, against Whom 
he had rebelled, and he, thank Gop! in his 
blindness overreached himself, for by those 
stripes we are healed, by that Blood the world 
is redeemed, by that Passion Satan’s power is 
‘for ever shattered! Just as, on a summer’s night 
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when we are burning a light in our room, the 
moths come and dash themselves in their blind- 
ness against the flame until their wings are 
singed, and at last they fall helpless and dying 
beneath the light, so Satan hurled himself against 
the Light of the world, only to scorch and burn 
and finally render himself almost helpless, as he 
goaded on the cruelty of men in the perpetration 
of the Passion, of the Scourging of our Lorp ! 

So meditate on your own sins as the spikes 
of the scourge which tore the Flesh of Jesus ; 
on your own earthliness and worldliness as the 
blindness of heart with which the soldiers assailed 
Him ; recognize in the diabolical malice with 
which Satan is goading them on, the malice 
whereby in your moments of blindness he goaded 
you on to the acts of sin which demand so great 
apenalty. ‘The scourge descends again and again. 
Was not one blow sufficient to satiate the malice 
of those men? Ask yourselves. Was one act of 
sin sufficient to satiate your lust of evil? Did you 
not go on, again and again—repeating the same 
sin until it became a habit, and then taking up 
another sin ; Conscience all the while striving to 
speak, striving to bring you back to penitence ? 
Oh, when we wonder at the cruelty of those 
soldiers, let us look into our own lives and ask 
if there is anything to wonder at in them, poor 
pagans, when we, who know that Jxsus is Gop, ’ 
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have not hesitated to scourge Him again and again 
with the spikes which our own sins have wielded ! 
Yes, those scourgings are the punishment of my 
sins! Oh, let me think this Lent, not of my sins in 
a general sort of way, not of my sins as a great 
whole, but of my particular sins! When we first 
begin the life of penitence our sins look to us like 
some great black blot which obscures all the 
writing upon the page of our life, and that may 
be sufficient for the first act of penitence; but 
afterwards we must go on to examine the sins one 
by one, to count the blows, the lashes, which we 
have with our own hand inflicted on our Lorp, 
to count them one by one. ‘There are those sins 
of thought, not one sin, but so many; not under 
one head, but under every commandment, under 
every one, probably, of the seven deadly sins. 
And then my words, sharper than adders’ poison 
—my words of pride, for which Jesus in His 
humiliation atoned; my words of anger and im- 
patience, my words of impurity and perhaps 
cruelty, as I cut by my sarcasm into the caps, 
into the flesh of others, who perhaps had never 
injured me, but whom I disliked! I gratified my 
pride by that brilliant repartee, and I knew it was 
like a lash cutting into another’s soul! Count up 
your sins one by one, and see in each one a blow 
of the scourge, tearing the Flesh of Jzsus! As 
I said, at first our sins seem like some one great 
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blot, which obscures the page on which are written 
all the details of our life, but gradually through 
the ink-stain we trace the writing. At first our sins 
look like some great cloud or mist, which hides 
every distinct detail from our eyes; but as we 
gaze into that mist, at last we begin to trace the 
familiar outlines of things, of acts ; just as some- 
times on a winter’s morning we rise and draw the 
curtain of our chamber and look out to find every- 
thing shrouded in fog, but as we gaze through 
the fog we gradually trace the familiar outlines of 
trees and houses near us, and then, as the fog lifts, 
we see more and more. So do not let us be con- 
tent in our blindness with getting a general idea 
that we are sinners, let us not be content until on 
our knees we have confessed, and so far as we 
can we have done penance for each act of sin, 
which memory can bring up to accuse us, for 
each lash with which we tortured the sinless 
Body of our Lorn. 

But His scourging is not only the punishment 
of our sins, but also the price by which our re- 
demption is secured; as Isaiah says, ‘‘ By His 
stripes we are healed.’’ O dear Wounds of JxEsus, 
which I inflicted in my blindness and sin, and 
which atoned for and bought back my soul from 
the power of sin! Offer thyself, O my soul, to Jzsus 
this Lent, to bear some stripes, some mortification, 
some shame for thy sins. Isit fair that He should 
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bear it all? Art thou willing that it should be so? 
We are told in the parable of the Good Samari- 
tan, of a Priest and a Levite who passed by the 
wounded man. ‘The Priest came first and crossed 
to the other side, scarcely looking upon him. 
The Levite came and looked upon him—zzspected 
his wounds, and then went. on his way, leaving 
him there. Those who scarcely keep Lent at all 
are like that Priest; those who keep Lent. by 
meditating on the Passion, inspecting one by one 
the Wounds of Jesus; and suffering nothing in 
their own lives, taking no vengeance on them- 
selves, are like the Levite who came and looked 
upon the sufferer and then passed by. ‘‘Is it 
nothing to you, all ye that pass by? Behold and 
see if there be any sorrow like unto My sorrow, 
which is done unto Me.’ Strive to take ven- 
geance on yourselves for the sins with which you 
so cruelly scourged the Body of your Gop. 

IV. And then let us pass to the fourth act of 
the drama, and consider the silence of JEsus. 
‘‘ Asa sheep before her shearers is dumb, so He 
openeth not His mouth.’’ O innocent Lamb of 
Gop! first the shearers stripped Thee of Thy 
wool when they tore off Thy garments, and then 
they flayed Thee as they scourged Thee, and tore 
off Thy sacred skin in strips! And Thou wast 
silent! No complaint! How the soldiers won- 
dered at that silence !—Doubtless it increased their 
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malignity, and they strove by their increased 
tortures to wring some complaint from their will- 
ing Victim. JEsus is silent, and why? He is 
contemplating the sins of all mankind. He is 
making a self-examination of your life—not as 
you make it, superficially, rather hoping that you 
will not find out very much, but looking into 
every detail, every thought, every word, every 
deed ; and why—why? Because He desires to 
execute vengeance on you? Nay, because He 
desires to make atonement for every one of your 
sins. Oh, if He had made that self-examination 
in the superficial way that you and I so often 
make it, leaving the roots of sins unrecognized 
in our souls, it would have been of little use ; but 
in His silence He is contemplating each act, each 
word, each thought of sin, contemplating them 
that He may touch them with His precious Blood, 
that He may apply definitely each lash as it comes 
down, to the remission of that sin which sits so 
lightly upon your conscience! He is silent, and 
yet He is pleading with the Faruer, and offering 
to the FATHER His perfect obedience, His abso- 
lute surrender of will. And so now the silence of 
Jesus pleads with me on earth by its invincible 
patience, as His Voice pleads for me in Heaven 
with its meritorious efficacy. He was silent 
towards man; He was eloquent towards Gop ! 

And let us see in that silence the punishment 
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of our complaints towards men, the expiation of 
the impatience with which we have borne the 
trifling crosses laid upon us, of our irritability 
when we were a little sick, our impatience when 
every one did not gratify our desires immediately ! 
Our Lorn’s silence the expiation of our com- 
plaints—aye, and our Lorn’s Voice, pleading 
with His FATHER, the atonement for our szlence 
' towards Gop, our dumbness in prayer ! 

The silence of Jesus under the scourge was not 
only the punishment for our sins, but the price 
of our healing. It was by His silence towards 
men and by His pleading with Gop that He 
freed my tongue-tied soul. That tongue which 
in prayer and confession is so stammering and 
dumb; that tongue of mine which wearies so 
quickly of the words of prayer and praise to Gop, 
and never wearies of speaking to my fellow-men 
about trifles or about sin! ‘The silence of Jesus 
towards men, the pleading of Jesus with His 
FATHER, is to free my tongue-tied soul! O Lorp 
(let me say), open ‘hou my lips by the power of 
Thy silence, and my mouth shad/ show forth Thy 
praise—aye, not only my mouth but my whole 
being, my whole life! 

When you make your Confession this Lent, 
think of the silence of Jesus towards man, 
think of His pleading with His FATHER, and 
ask Him to loose your tongue, that you may 
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adequately express the real enormity and multi- 
tude of your sins. And offer yourself to JEsuS 
to bear, this Lent at least, in patience and silence 
whatever penalty, whatever cross, whatever mor- 
tification may be your lot. Offer yourself to 
Jesus, ask Him to give you His Spirit, that you 
may learn to pray with fervency. We are told 
that being in an agony He prayed ‘‘ more earn- 
estly,’’ more intensely ; and so, in the agony 
of your penitence, be not dumb, but ask of the 
Sprrit of Gop that He may open your lips, and 
that you may pray with greater earnestness, with 
greater fervency. Resolve this Lent to be very 
silent about yourself and your worldly concerns 
in talking to men; to be very eloquent in your 
confession of sin, and in your prayer and praise of 
Gop. “Ah, but,’ you say, “‘it is such a relief 
to talk to people about my feelings, about my 
troubles!’’ Yes, a relief to seek human sym- 
pathy instead of divine! The Psalmist says in 
one place, ‘‘I said, I will take heed to my ways, 
that I offend not in my tongue.’’ ‘This is one of 
those aweful texts of Holy Scripture which be- 
gin with the words ‘‘I said.’”’ ‘TZ saz, I will 
take heed to my ways’’—I made the resolution, I 
made the promise—did I keep it? ‘“‘Z sazp,I 
will go up to the palm-tree, I will take hold of 
the boughs thereof’’—I s4zp, I will bear my cross 
in patience; but did I keep my resolution? And 
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then in another place the Psalmist says, ‘‘ My 
heart was hot within me; . . . and at the last 
I spake with my tongue.’’ ‘‘Ah!’’ you say, 
“he could not keep it within himself, he spoke 
at last with his tongue, and so must I, for I can- 
not bear my cross without human sympathy !”’ 
No! “My heart was hot withinme; .. . and 
I spake with my tongue’’—not to man—but to 
Gop! ‘‘Lorp, let me know mine end, and the 
number of my days, that I may be certified how 
long I have to live.’’ When you cannot refrain 
yourself any longer, speak with your tongue, not 
to man—but to Gop ! 

V. And then lastly, let us consider the love 
of Jesus manifested in that courtyard, as He 
stands there in absolute silence, in unwearied 
patience, making atonement for your sins. ‘The 
love of Jesus! His Lips were sealed, but His 
Heart was full of love: love to His FATHER as He 
fulfilled His FATHER’s Will, and by His perfect 
obedience made atonement for our sins; love 
to His executioners, when, recognizing their blind- 
ness and ignorance and the power of Satan 
goading them on, He prayed, “‘ FaTHEr, forgive 
them, for they know not what they do;”’ and 
love to you, as without one moment of hesitation 
He bore the penalty of all your sins. Look upon 
Him in that courtyard, as He fulfills so many 
types ; look upon Him, as each lash tears open a 








18 Meditations on the Passion. 





fresh part of His sacred Body—each gaping 
wound is like a mouth, eloquent with the lan- 
guage of love, speaking to you as though He 
endured it all for you alone! Look upon Him— 
cast one final glance ere you part from Him to-day ; 
and go out, I pray, some of you at least to take 
vengeance on yourselves for your sins! ‘“‘Of a 
truth, He was so disfigured and pitiable a sight, 
that not only his torturers were wearied with 
striking, but men were wearied also with looking 
at Him. Nevertheless, our gracious Saviour 
stood there full of kindness and burning love, 
patiently suffering all this affliction and punish- 
ment for our sins, and with exceeding great desire 
offering His fair and ruddy Body as a loving sac- 
rifice to His Fatherin Heaven. For never did He 
suffer so much for our salvation, as not to desire 
to suffer more for His Father’s glory, and to testify 
to us the inexhaustible love of His Heart, and to 
make it known as clearly as He could in very 
deed. Nothing sound or whole was left in His 
Body. The torturers’ scourges had torn His 
whole Body, yet in His patience love kept His 
Heart untouched. The torturers had grown 
weary of scourging Him, yet was not Christ 
wearied of desiring to suffer. His Blood, so 
precious to sinners, flowed down in large streams 
upon the earth, and His Spirit was lifted up in 
gratitude to His Father in heaven. His sacred 
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Body lay under the scourges of sin, and the 
prayers of His Heart were carried by the angels 
to His Father in the heavenly places. His Flesh 
streamed down with Blood, and His Blood itself 
flowed down ; but His groans and fiery desires, 
whereby He offered all this affliction to His Father 
for the sins of all mankind, went up on high. 
On every side He poured Himself out upon men, 
but with His whole strength, and with full and 
worthy reverence and praise, He stretched Him- 
self upwards to the high presence of His Father 
in heaven. Below, poor man sick and ill drank 
in the medicine of life; and above, the Father 
rejoiced in the patience of His Son. Man received 
that by which he will be saved for ever, and God 
the Father that by which He will be praised 
through all eternity. The Son of God was 
wounded in His Body, that the souls of men 
might recover salvation. From all His limbs 
there flowed forth Blood, that He might pour the 
same, as a health-giving balm, into our wounds. 
The grape-cluster was hung on the staff, that He 
might make us certain and sure of the land of 
promise. The cluster was pressed in the wine- 
press, that He might make us inebriated with His 
love. ‘he bowl was broken in pieces, that the 
oil of mercy might begin to flow out. He dyed 
the tunic of His Body in purple, that as our 
Bridegroom of singular beauty, He might pro- 
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voke us to love Him. Grievously did He suffer 
in His Body, and sorely was He afflicted, that He 
might make us glad in spirit. He was forsaken 
of His Father, that we might be taken back into 
His Father’s favor. His Body was damp with 
His warm Blood, that He might prepare for us a 
bath, wherein we might be thoroughly washed 
and cleansed from every stain of sin. His warm 
Blood boiled over from His sacred Body, that He 
might cause our cold and hardened hearts to 
melt in His love. He was poured out like water, 
that our spirit might swim in the delights of 
His grace. Nothingin His whole Body remained 
whole, that nothing hurtful, nothing foul, nothing 
that was not whole, might remain in our souls. 
And although on all sides He was so stricken by 
more than human suffering, that by reason of the 
excellence and tenderness of His nature and com- 
passion, every blow pierced His Heart ; neverthe- 
less, His will was so subject both to God and men, 
and His burning desire to accomplish to the full 
all that His Father required of Him in order to 
redeem man was so great in Him beyond all 
measure ; in a word, He was so taken prisoner 
by love, that He could utter no complaint. For 
He could do nothing but love, and suffer for love. 
O my soul! that hast been redeemed by the preci- 
ous Blood of Christ, and washed from thy sins, 
come and see, with inward grief, all that God 
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suffered for thy sins, all that He underwent for 
thy iniquities. And if this does not bring com- 
punction to my heart and move it, then let me 
account myself harder than steel, more obdurate 
than stone or adamant !’’ * 

And what resolution shall we make as the fruit 
of our meditation on our Lorp’s scourging? 
First, He was stripped, and exposed to shame. 
So let us put ourselves to shame this Lent by 
stripping off our sins in real penitence and 
adequate confession of them. Next He was 
scourged; so let us mortify and scourge our- 
selves for our sins. ‘Then He was silent; so let 
us strive to mortify our tongues this Lent. And 
lastly, His Heart was filled with love; so let us 
empty our hearts of all self-love, of all love of 
creatures, of all love of sin, that our hearts may 
be filled with love of Gop. 

O Lorp Jesu Curist, Who for our sakes and 
for our sins didst bear with such infinite patience 
and love the shame and pain of Thy scourging ; 
Grant us light to see our sins as Thou didst see 
them; grant us grace to hate them, and take 
vengeance on ourselves for them, that Thy thirst 
may be quenched by our love, and our souls may 
be healed by Thy stripes. Grant this, O Lorn, 
Who livest and reignest with the FaTHER and the 
Hoty Guost for ever and ever. Amen. 

* Tauler. 


MEDITATIONS ON THE PASSION. 
Co ain 
THE MOCKERY OF OUR BLESSED LORD. 


RELUDE I. Contemplate our Lorn, clad 
in scarlet robe and crowned with thorns, 
while the soldiers, on bended knee, mock 

Him, crying, ‘‘ Hail, King of the Jews!” 
Prelude II. O Lorp JEsu Curist, Who for 
our sake didst bear the mockery of the Roman 
soldiers; Give us grace, we humbly pray Thee, 
that we may ever be delivered from joining in the 
mockery of those soldiers—keep us from mocking 
Thee by our actions, whilst with our lips we pro- 
claim Thee to be our King. Grant this, O Lorn, 
Who livest and reignest with the FATHER and the 
Hoty Guost, Gop, world without end. Amen. 
Our Father, etc. 


The mocking of our Blessed Lorn! 

The scene is still the barrack-yard of the Prze- 
torium. JESUS has been scourged—scourged 
with such severity that, had He not been sus- 
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tained by the life of Gop within Him, and by the 
strength of that exhaustless love of Gop that 
abode in Him, He must in the feebleness of His 
human nature long before have sunk under it. 
He is loosed from the pillar and left unaided once 
more to put on His garments. 

Gaze upon Him! The skin torn off by count- 
less cuttings, the flesh gashed by many a sharp 
incision, the Blood streaming from His lacerated 
Body, and the bones laid bare! ‘‘ Who is this 
that cometh from Edom, with dyed garments from 
Bozrah? ‘This that is glorious in His apparel, 
travelling in the greatness of His strength? I 
that speak in righteousness, mighty to save!” 
‘Glorious in His apparel,’’ the Blood of Gop! 
‘Travelling in the greatness of His strength,”’ 
the strength of His marvellous love for us; ‘‘ He 
that speaketh in righteousness, mighty to save.”’ 
‘“‘ Wherefore art Thou red in Thine apparel, and 
Thy garments like him that treadeth in the wine- 
fat? I have trodden the winepress alone; and of 
the people there was none with Me.” Pressed— 
pressed in that winepress of His own Passion— 
pressed until the Blood of the true Grape, the 
true Vine, burst forth and dyed Him in that 
blood-red apparel! Pressed by the weight of our 
sins, and yet mighty to save! Gaze on each 
wound and learn thy sin, for ‘‘by His stripes we 
are healed.” 
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Surely they have done enough to satiate the 
most cruel heart! As they see the poor Sufferer 
once more clothe Himself in the garments that 
have been scattered about by the soldiers, that 
surely were enough to satisfy the cruellest heart, 
the direst vengeance! Nay, ask thine own con- 
science. Didst not thou, when by His stripes 
thou hadst been healed, when by thy first Abso- 
lution every sin had been washed away, didst not 
thou go and sin again? So they devise a new 
torture. The poor Sufferer, Who has apparently 
put on once more His own garments, standing 
there meek and trembling, with the Blood stream- 
ing from Him, attracts the eye of the cruel sol- 
diery, and they devise a new torture—they will 
mock Him ! 

And now it is not four executioners ; now, as 
we are told, “‘ they gathered together the whole 
band,”’ all the soldiers needs must come and join 
inthis. Andso, S. Matthew says, ‘‘ they stripped 
Him and put on Him a scarlet robe,’’ probably a 
soldier’s cloak, which in those days was dyed 
scarlet. ‘They gather the whole band, and plat- 
ting a crown of thorns they put it on His Head, 
and a reed in His right hand; and they kneel 
down before Him and mock Him, saying, ‘‘ Hail, 
King of the Jews!’’ And they spat upon Him, 
and took the reed and smote Him on the head. 
Surely, here we have abundant material for our 
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meditation. Let us take it piece by piece, act by 
act. 

I. They strip Him—fresh agony !—and put on 
Him the scarlet robe, the soldier’s cloak. They 
strip Him, tearing off His garments, which are 
clinging to the wounds, opening the wounds 
afresh! Howcruel! How brutal! Were they 
worthy the name of human beings who could 
do this? Yet it is what I do—what I do to my- 
self when I tear open the wounds of my own soul 
afresh, wounds that have been covered over by 
the garment of CHRIST’S own righteousness in 
Absolution ; when I go back to sin I tear those 
wounds open afresh. I strip myself of the robe 
of grace once more, that I may be clothed with 
the world’s scarlet robe. Oh let us meditate on 
our own acts of sin, so marvellously foreshadowed 
by the cruelty of the soldiers! They did not 
know He was Gop, but J did! ‘They had never 
taken Him for their Saviour, dut 7 had! ‘They 
had never sworn allegiance to Him as their King, 
but I had! not only in Baptism, when I was 
brought to Him, but again and again, when I have 
renewed that vow for myself! And yet often as 
I go back to sin I tear open afresh the wounds of 
my soul which have been healed by His precious 
Blood, and clothed with the garment of His 
righteousness; especially when I go back to 
old sins—to sins which I know have been like 
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the wounds of the man by the wayside in the 
parable of the Good Samaritan—those wounds 
from which the life-blood of my soul was welling 
forth when the Good Samaritan came and found 
me. He bound them up, pouring in the wine of 
His precious Blood and the oil of His Hoy 
Spirit, and putting me upon the ass of His own 
Human Nature, He brought me to the Inn of 
His Church, and left me in charge of the Inn- 
keeper, the Priest of His Church! And did I 
not go back to sin again? If I did not, let me 
thank Gop, not with the Pharisee in the Temple, 
that I had not done what other men had done, 
but let me thank Gop for His mercy in the past, 
and pray that in the future I may never again 
tear open the wounds which in His love He has © 
healed. 


II. They strip off the robe, His own garment, 
opening the wounds afresh, and then they throw 
around Him in mockery an old military cloak. 
Do I try to hide my sins under the world’s cloak, 
as they did the wounds of Jesus with that 
soldier’s cloak? Ah, how many I meet in the 
gaudy trappings of the world’s garments, and 
beneath those gaudy vestments are the festering 
wounds of mortal sin! Like whited sepulchres, 
fair without, but filled with the dead bones of 
unrepented sin! Let me thank Gop for the past, 
if I have not accepted the world’s method of 
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hiding my sins, and let me pray Gop for the 
future that I never may be tempted to put on the 
smiling face of one who is living a good life, when 
I know that beneath it all I have not given my 
heart to Gop; when I know that beneath it all 
there are the open wounds which I would not 
let the Good Samaritan heal ! 

But the tearing of the garment from Him, and 
the clothing Him in the soldier’s cloak—what 
were these? First, the punishment due to my sin 
—punishment which I am so unwilling to bear, 
even in its smallest details; the punishment 
which my Master bore so willingly on account 
of His great, wondrous, infinite, exhaustless, un- 
utterable love for me! And secondly, it was not 
only the punishment, but the expiation. By His 
stripes Iam healed. By those sufferings He bore 
the iniquity of us all. If I will come to Him, 
my wounds may all be healed! But if I come 
to Him, I must come as the poor blind man by 
the wayside came. When he heard that Jesus 
called him, ‘‘ he, casting away his garment, rose 
and came to Jesus;’’ and as our Blessed Lorp 
was stripped of His own raiment, so must I be 
stripped of my own garment before I can be 
clothed upon with the righteousness of CHRIST. 
And what is my own garment? What is the 
habit which clings to my soul as the poisoned 
tunic of Nessus clung to the giant frame of 
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Hercules? What is the habit of sin which by 
many and many an act, and many and many a 
thought, and many and many a word, I have 
woven so close and strong that now I must tear 
off the very flesh before I can get it off so that 
I may be clothed upon with the righteousness of 
CuRist? What is it? DoIknow it? Has my 
self-examination revealed it to me? If not, let 
me earnestly ask the HoLy Guost, Whose work 
it is to convince the world of sin, to show me 
what is the sin, the habit of sin, which I must 
tear off this Lent before I can be clothed upon 
with the righteousness of CHrist. ‘Think of the 
fresh pain as our Lorp’s garments were torn 
from His bleeding Form, and gladly welcome 
any pain that is rendered necessary by the tearing 
off of your own garments, the garment of self- 
love, the garment of pride, the garment of what- 
ever is your besetting sin! For like the tunic 
of Nessus, if it be not torn off it will go on 
poisoning, eating into the very flesh of your soul, 
the very life of your being, until it kills you. 

S. Matthew says it was ‘‘a scarlet robe,’’ or a 
scarlet cloak ; as I have said, probably one of the 
soldiers’ cloaks. The other Evangelists, it is 
true, speak of it as a “purple robe,’ but S. 
Matthew is probably the more accurate here, 
because the scarlet cloak of a soldier would be 
easily obtainable, while purple, belonging only to 
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royalty, would be difficult to get. And how was 
the scarlet obtained? It wasa dye obtained from 
the blood of a little insect, the cochineal ; they 
are collected and crushed, and the blood which 
flows from them is a scarlet dye; just as our 
Lorp trod the winepress, was crushed in the 
winepress that His Blood might flow out to form 
the dye in which His Body was bathed, and by 
which we were cleansed. Little insects—a great 
Saint who lived many hundred years ago calls 
them ‘‘little worms,’’ for they first come out of 
the egg as worms; even so our Lorp was like 
‘“a worm, and no man.’’ All His comeliness 
was destroyed by the cruelty of the Passion; 
He was made ‘‘a worm, and no man,”’ for love 
of us. And then this Saint goes on to pray that 
we may realize gladly that we are poor little 
worms ; that humbling ourselves and becoming 
little in our own sight we may really be like 
little worms, glad to be crushed in the wine- 
press of this world’s tribulation, glad to be dyed 
with the scarlet of our own fiery love towards 
Gop, as the Blood which streamed from His 
Wounds told of His love for us ; so that the pen- 
ances of our sins and the tribulations of our life 
which we bear as realizing that we are little 
worms in His sight, may dye us in the scarlet 
garment of our own love for CHRIST. 


III. They clothed Him in the scarlet robe, and 
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then they platted a crown of thorns and put it on 
Him—forcing it down upon His Head, piercing 
the flesh and the bone, causing fresh agony, more 
Blood to trickle down the Face of JEsus.. And 
what does this tell me of ? All my sins of thought. 
How many! How many sorts of sins of thought ! 
Thoughts, first of all, of pride, self-love, self-con- 
sciousness ; pride in thought, poisoning my best 
actions; and then envy, and hatred, and un- 
charitable thoughts, and impure thoughts, oh, 
how many! And as they platted the thorns to- 
gether until in a tangled mass they were pressed 
upon the Head of JEsus, so let me think of the 
tangle of my sins of thought, all platted together, 
all summed up, the evil thoughts of my whole 
life pressed down upon the Sacred Brow of JEsUus, 
and causing the Blood to trickle down His Face ! 

This is the expiation of my sins of thought ! 
Oh, shall I shrink from the punishment that is my 
due, the punishment of struggling with sins of 
thought even after I have repented? After they 
have been pardoned they come back to torment 
me, those sins of pride, those sins of uncharity ; 
and shall I think it hard that I still have to bear 
them; shall I grudge the pain, the effort, the 
strength needed to struggle against them again 
and again and again, for weary months and years ? 
Nay; the thorns which Jesus bore, were the pun- 
ishment of my sins of thought, and gladly will I 
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bear them with Him. Inthe life of S. Mary Mag- 
dalene of Pazzi we are told that for a very, very 
long time she was in what she called the ‘‘ den of 
lions,’’ subject to special temptations of horrible 
thoughts. The prayer that she made through all 
this long time was, ‘‘ Thy Will, Thy Will be done, 
O my Gop, but suffer me not to fall from Thee.”’ 
The long months rolled by and the temptation 
scarcely ever left her, until one day as the sisters 
were singing the Te Deum in the choir she felt 
that the thoughts were gone, and gone for ever. 
They had done their work well. Oh, dear children 
of Curist, let them do their work in you. Re- 
member temptation is not sin, nay rather tempta- 
tion is the one means by which virtue is developed, 
and if your temptation in the past has been to 
any sins of thought, let them come to tempt you 
for years, if Gop will, until by constant resistance 
the opposite virtue has been acquired. Remem- 
ber that ‘‘ there hath no temptation befallen you 
but such as is common to man;’’ that ‘‘Gop is 
faithful, Who will not suffer you to be tempted 
above that ye are able to bear, but will with the 
temptation also make a way to escape, that ye 
may be able to bear it.” Pray that you may be 
able, not to get rid of them, but to bear them, to 
bear them as the punishment, as the expiation 
of sin, as Jesus bore them ; to bear them through 
love of Him, until they have done their work in 
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you and He is glorified in you by absolute victory 
over them ! 

They were the punishment, and they were also 
the expiation. Not only the punishment, which 
was my due, but the expiation by which my sin 
was done away. Oh, what gift can be greater than 
a thorn from the crown of Jesus, a thorn red with 
His Precious Blood, a thorn for me to wear, to em- 
brace, to press into my very nature, that I may say 
daily, ‘‘’Thanks be to Gop for His unspeakable 
gift !’’ a thorn in my flesh, a thorn from the crown 
of Jesus! And how wondrously do the thorns tell 
us the whole story of sin and its remission! The 
first time we read of thorns in the Bible is in 
the beginning of Genesis, where for Adam’s sake 
the ground was cursed and made to bring forth 
thorns ; and perhaps the first human blood flowed 
from the wound caused by the scratch of a thorn. 
As Adam moved about, doing his work in the 
sweat of his brow, earning his daily bread, and 
his eye fell upon the thorns, the new product 
of the earth, how they must have reminded him 
continually of his sin, aye, and of his penance ! 
But Adam accepted his penance, and Adam, we 
believe, was saved by the Precious Blood of 
Jesus, by looking forward to it. And then if we 
turn from Genesis to Exodus—from Genesis, the 
Book of Beginnings, the beginning of sin, the 
beginning of penance, to Exodus, the Book of 
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Redemption, the way out from sin—we shall find 
that as Genesis opens with the thorns of the 
penance of sin, so Exodus opens with the thorn- 
bush in which Gop appeared to Moses, thus 
penance accepted by man becomes the means of 
Gop’s revelation to him. Surely no words could 
ever exhaust the thought, that myriads of souls 
have found in penance a revelation of Gop, myri- 
ads of souls who if they had never sinned, and 
sinned greatly, would never have known all Gon’s 
love, all Gop’s power, never have learned to trust 
in Gop and to love Him, but who have found 
in their penance, as Moses found in the thorn- 
bush, a new revelation of Gop, Gop made known 
to them by a new name,—the Name of Love! 
No one, I fancy, has ever known all the love of 
Gop who has not sinned and repented. ‘There are 
those who have been preserved almost spotless, 
and they have known, of course, the love of 
Gop in one way, the love of Gop in creation, 
and in His never-failing providence; but the 
love of Gop zz pardon, the love of JEsus in His 
Passion, oh, it is almost an unknown thing to 
those who have not sinned and done penance for 
their sins. We may take the thorns to our heart 
and press them into our flesh, knowing that 
through those thorns, through that penance we 
shall come to know Gop better, come to know 
Jesus by a dearer knowledge than in any other 
3 
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way, as our JESUS, our Saviour. And then if we 
pass from the Book of Exodus, from the Book 
of Redemption in the Old Testament, to the story 
of Redemption in the New, we see the thorns, 
which were the penance of Adam’s sin, which be- 
came the means of Gop’s revelation to Moses— 
we see those thorns circling the Brow of JxEsus ! 
Penance has done its work. All sin collects 
around the Form of Jesus in His Passion, and 
all penance derives its efficacy from the sufferings 
of Jesus. The thorns which we bear are helpful 
to us only because we bear them in union with 
the thorns which our LorpD wore for us. And so 
in that wonderful text in the Song of Songs we 
read, ‘‘ Go forth, O ye daughters of Zion ; behold 
King Solomon, with the crown wherewith his 
mother crowned him in the day of his espousals, 
and in the day of the gladness of his heart !’’ 
The thorns have done their work, and in the fulfil- 
ment of penance we see the espousal of JESUS, first 
to His Church, and then to the individual soul in 
His Church. It was on the Cross, whilst He wore 
the crown of thorns and His Side was opened by 
the spear and the Blood and Water flowed out, 
that His Bride was taken from that pierced Side 
as Eve was taken from Adam’s; and it isin meet- 
ing Him on the Cross that we, His brides, are, if 
we will, espoused to Him forever! Do we accept 
the penances of life? Do we take up the thorns 
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and press them to our heart? Do we try to say, 
“Thanks be to Gop for His unspeakable gift !”’ 
For it was not only ‘‘in the day of His espousals,”’ 
but “in the day of the gladness of His Heart.” 
Oh wonderful thought ! amid all the sorrows of 
the Passion, amid the streaming Blood, and the 
throbbing nerves, and the broken Heart, there 
was joy to Jesus, ‘‘ Who, for the joy that was set 
before Him, endured the Cross, despising the 
shame.’’ JESUS bore the penance for us, not 
grudgingly, but with joy and gladness of heart ; 
do we try to bear our penance in that spirit, gladly, 
thankfully, not murmuring, but asking that it 
may be no whit less than Gop’s Will? for then 
it will be no whit lighter than the grace given 
us. Oh try, dear children of CHRIST, to bear 
your penances not because you must bear them, 
but because it is the day of your espousal to 
Curist and of the gladness of your heart, the 
day when you have the blessed privilege of suf- 
fering for your sins in union with the sufferings 
that He endured for them. ‘The world, with its 
utterly selfish views of everything, looks upon 
the religion of CHRIST as a religion in which He 
bears all, and we bear nothing ; He bears all the 
pain and shame, and we bear none ; such is the re- 
ligion of the world. But oh, the religion of the 
Bible is the religion of that Saviour whose apostle 
S. Peter says, ‘‘ He suffered for us, leaving us an 
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example, that we should follow in His steps”’ 
of suffering! It is the religion of that Apostle S. 
Paul, who said, ‘‘I make up in my flesh what is 
behind of the sufferings of Curist, for His Body’s 
sake, which is the Church.’’ ‘Try to bear the 
sorrows of life, not only as the necessary penance 
of sin, but with joy and gladness, as the only way 
in which you can be a partaker of the sufferings 
of Jesus, as S. Paul says, ‘‘That I may know 
Him, and the power of His Resurrection, and the 
fellowship of His sufferings.’’ Ah, I fear it is too 
true that those who have never learned the fellow- 
ship of His sufferings will never know the power 
of His Resurrection. We pray, in the Collect for 
the Feast of the Annunciation, that as we have 
known by the message of an Angel the Incarna- 
tion of our Lorp, so by His Cross and Passion we 
may be brought unto the glory of His Resurrec- 
tion. There is no way by which we as individuals 
can be brought to that glory but by being partak- 
ers of His Cross and Passion. 

IV. ‘Then, not only was there the scarlet robe, 
not only was there the crown of thorns, but there 
was the reed in His right Hand! ‘The reed, the 
weak, hollow reed, the sceptre of His Kingdom ! 
The hollow reed, to symbolize the hollowness of 
His rule over some of you! ‘That reed was easily 
broken—that reed which they took from Him 
and with which they struck Him on the Head, 
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forcing the thorns deeper into His Brow; the 
symbol of that sceptre of Curist, that rule of 
our LorD over you, which is often such an utter 
unreality, and with which you seem to strike 
Him on the Head in your mockery of Him! 


V. And when they have clothed Him in the 
scarlet robe, and platted and put on Him the crown 
of thorns, and placed the reed in His right Hand, 
there is one thing more—worst of all—they kneel 
before Him and mock Him, saying, “‘ Hail, King 
of the Jews!’’ ‘They kneel before Him in mock- 
ery—Oh, last and greatest insult! mockery ! and 
yet He stands there—what a sight! suffering, 
yet meek and patient, and full of love as ever for 
those who mock Him! And I have clothed Him 
in the scarlet robe, I have platted the crown of 
thorns for His Brow, I have put the reed in His 
Hand and then taken it from Him and struck 
Him! And have I not also knelt before Him in 
mockery ? Inmy prayers, when my thoughts have 
been wandering everywhere, when my heart has 
been full of sin, of worldliness, of self-love—have 
I never mocked Him by kneeling before Him? 
In my acts of self-oblation, when I made my medi- 
tations, I said, ‘‘I offer myself to Thee, dear 
Lorp, to do with me what Thou wilt !’’ and was 
it not idle mockery, when I meant to do my own 
will, and cared not for His? And then when I 
went on to my act of resignation, and said, ‘‘O 
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Lorp my Gop, I resign myself into Thy Hands ; 
take from me whatever displeaseth Thee, and 
give me whatever cross to bear Thou wilt, for I 
know it comes from Thy Hand, Thy Heart, Thy 
love !’’ and then I went out to my work of the 
day, and rebelled against the Cross, and did my 
own will—did I not mock Him? And then, not 
only in my prayers, not only in my meditations, 
do I not mock Him also in my life? I call Him 
my King, and my thoughts are disloyal to Him ; 
I call Him my Lorn, and I deny Him with my 
lips, just as S. Peter denied Him, when, hav- 
ing declared that he ‘‘knew not the Man,’’ he 
confirmed his denial by oaths and evil words, go- 
ing on to use the devil’s language to prove that he 
was not the subject of Curist. Oh, have not I 
done the same thing, denied Him over and over 
again through cowardice, because I did not dare 
to speak up for Him and say, ‘‘ Yes, He is my 
Lorp and my King.’’ I did not dare to defend 
Him when He was spoken against in society ! 
And then have I not again and again denied 
Him through pride and self-love when I have 
talked about myself in boasting, exaggerating 
words? And then my deeds—have not they been 
a denial of Carist? I call Him my King; I rec- 
ognize Him as my King in my outer life—some- 
times ; I bow to His empty Throne when I enter 
the Church, I genuflect when He is uponit, as an 
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act of recognition that He is my King; and I go 
out, and in my life, in my heart, I am all the 
time denying Him! And then—let me answer 
this question honestly—is there not, perhaps, 
some region in my soul over which I never meant 
Him to rule, like those tombs of Gadara, where 
the devil-possessed men dwelt, where dwells my 
darling sin, the sin that I do not want to give up, 
do not want to crucify? I do not want Him to 


rule over that part of my life. ‘‘O dear Lorp, 
yes; Thou art my King; Thou mayest rule over 
some of my life, but not all!’ ‘This is worse 


than the soldiers; they did not know He was 
Gop, they had not sworn allegiance to Him as 
their King, but you and I have! My intellect— 
my worldly judgment—is that the region over 
which I will not let Him rule? Or is it my affec- 
tions—is it in the region of my heart that I keep 
my idols which I worship, as in Ezekiel’s vision 
the elders of Israel kept their idols in that inner 
chamber filled with filthy things below the 
ground,—is there in my heart some other love 
than the love of Gop, some idol which I worship 
instead of Gop my King? Or if it is not my 
intellect and not my heart, what is it? How 
easily I persuade myself that the voice of self- 
love is the voice of conscience, and that what 
I want to do is Gop’s Will because it is my will, 
and how often I miss the opportunity of giving 
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up my will to Gop, when perhaps it is not abso- 
lutely necessary—miss the opportunity of realiz- 
ing the joy of having Gop’s Will triumph over 
mine! Thy Will is sweetest to me when it 
triumphs at my cost. 

And then lastly, to sum up : Why do we medi- 
tate upon these harrowing scenes of the Passion 
of our Lorp? Would it not be well to pass them 
over in silence? Why should our hearts be wrung 
again and again as Lent comes around, by medi- 
tating on the Passion of our Lorp? How was it 
that there were saints who spent their lives in de- 
votion to our Lorp’s Passion? Why? What 
can be the good of it? It is to win from Gop one 
grace. It is to win from that Fountain of all 
goodness one virtue—the grace of Contrition. 
And what is Contrition? Not the worldly sor- 
row for sin which, as S. Paul says, ‘‘ worketh 
death,’’ but the greatest of all graces, that godly 
sorrow which springs from the love of Gop, 
sorrow for sin, because with every power of the 
heart we have learned to love Gop, and the pain 
of that sorrow is the sweetest joy of life. What 
does it do? One act of contrition removes all sin 
—not one act of attrition, not one act of that 
selfish, superficial sorrow which we so often have, 
but if once we can get down to the bottom of our 
nature and realize what Curis? suffered for us, 
and then sorrow for love of Him, then our sins are 
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all gone, for by one act of contrition all sin is blot- 
ted out. Moreover it not only blots out all sin in 
the past, but it makes sin almost impossible in the 
future. How is it that after repenting of my sins 
and being forgiven I can go back and sin again? 
Is it because there was something wanting in the 
fulness of my confession? Nay; it was probably 
something wanting in the depth of your contri- 
tion. You repented from some other motive than 
love of Gop; probably from love of self. But 
once get your heart burning with the love of 
Gop, beating in answer to the throbs of our 
Lorp’s agony, and then not only is your sin 
gone for ever, but you cannot willingly sin, you 
cannot deliberately take one step in the direction 
of an occasion of temptation. Why? Because 
you are ‘‘tied and bound,” not with the fetters 
of sin, but with the cords of love. Which is the 
stronger? ‘The fetters of sin seem to be almost 
almighty—those fetters which Satan persuaded 
us to forge by so many acts of sin, until they be- 
came so strong that we seemed absolutely power- 
less to break them. Vet if but one drop of the 
Precious Blood touch them those fetters are 
broken for ever; and one act of real contrition 
preceding that drop of the Precious Blood, binds 
on us other fetters—the cords of love. The 
fetters that bound the Hands and Feet of JESuS 
to the Cross were not the iron nails, which were 
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powerless to hold Him there against His Will ; 
but it was His love for you which held Him there 
until death! So, meditations on the Passion, 
harrowing our feelings, wounding our hearts, 
have for their end the deepening of contrition ; 
and if we have contrition the pain of our peni- 
tence will be our deepest joy, it will be the re- 
moval of all sin, and it will be the binding of us 
to Gop by the cords of love, which will hold us 
to Him until we die, as His own love bound Him 
tothe Cross. If you have true contrition there 
is no fear whatever of your going back to sin. 
If you can go back, if you do go back, it is be- 
cause there is something wanting in your contri- 
tion. You did not enter into the Passion of 
JESuS ; you did not feel how every lash that tore 
His Sacred Form was a sin of yours, you did not 
feel how every thorn in His crown was an evil 
thought of yours. Never shrink from the pain 
of penance, for it brings, if you persevere, the 
grace of contrition, which binds you with the 
cords of love to Gop so that you cannot put out 
one foot in the direction of sin. 

Thus then meditate, dear children of Curist, 
upon the mockery of our Lorn by the soldiers ! 
Do not say to yourself, as the world does, in 
empty sentimentality, ‘‘ How could they have 
been so cruel!’’ Say, ‘‘I have done worse! 
They did not know Him, they did not realize 
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what they did, they did not recognize Him as 
Gop, they never swore an oath of allegiance to 
Him—but I have; Iam worse than they! I have 
knelt before Him again and again in prayer in 
Church, and only to mock Him! I have said, 
“Hail, King !’ and gone out and broken His Law, 
and allowed myself to betray or to deny Him ! 
I have mocked Him by my sins again and again ! 
Help me now, dear Lorp, to take my place to 
some small extent by Thy side! Help me totear 
off my garments, that I may bleed with Thee— 
not to tear off the garment of Thy righteousness, 
that the wounds of my sin may be opened afresh, 
but my garment, the garment of my sin, that my 
self-love may be wounded afresh, that it may 
bleed as Thou didst bleed—bleed until death ! 
Help me to tear off the garment of my self-will, 
in which I have been clothed in the past, in what- 
ever way it may cling to me, that this Lent, my 
garments of sin having been torn off, I may be 
clothed once more in the scarlet robe of Thine 
own righteousness, crowned once more gladly 
with the thorns which are the penance of my sin, 
and mocked by the world ; but grant, dear Lorn, 
that I may never again mock Thee !”’ 

O Lorp Jesu Curist, my Master, my King, 
mighty to save, clad in the robe of Thine own 
righteousness, mocked by the soldiers, crowned 
with thorns, mocked by the world and mocked by 
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me! Grant me to learn from Thy Passion what 
my sins were to Thee! Give me, dear Lorn, by 
the merits of that Passion, the grace of true con- 
trition, that my sorrow may be only for love of 
Thee, and may merit that all my sins shall be 
washed away in thy Precious Blood; grant that 
I may be clothed once more in Thy righteous- 
ness, and, better than all, that I may be bound 
with the cords of Thy Love, bound to my Cross, 
bound so fast that while life shall last in this 
world I cannot get free; bound there until I 
change the Cross of Penance for the Crown of 
Glory! Grant this, O Lorp, Who livest and 
reignest with the FATHER and the Hoty Guost, 
Gop, world without end. Amen. 


MEDITATIONS ON THE PASSION. 


ELT. 


THE PRESENTATION OF OUR BLESSED LORD TO 
THE PEOPLE. 


RELUDE I. Contemplate the scene: JESUS 
bleeding and bruised, arrayed in the scarlet 
robe and the crown of thorns ; Pilate, the 

judge, the representative of human justice, pre- 
senting Him to the people with the words, ‘‘ Be- 
hold, the Man!” 


Prelude II. O Lorp Jesu Curist, Perfect 
Gop and Perfect Man, our Saviour, our King: 
Help us, we pray Thee, by Thy Grace, so to look 
up to Thee in Thy Passion that Thine Image may 
be graven upon our hearts, and stamped upon our 
memories ; that in all the sorrows of life, amid 
all its temptations, we may behold Thy thorn- 
crowned Face, O Beloved of our soul, and may 
so strive to be conformed to Thee through fellow- 
ship with Thy sufferings, that one day we may 
be transformed into the likeness of Thy Glory ; 
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Who livest and reignest with the FATHER and the 
Hoty Guost, Gop, world without end. Amen. 


Our Father, etc. 


‘‘Behold, the Man!’’ We have gazed upon 
the Scourging of our Lorp ; we have been pres- 
ent in thought at His Mockery ; now we are to 
meditate on its results. ‘The mob did not see, as 
we have seen, what went on in the barrack-yard 
of the Preetorium—the Scourging, the Crowning 
with thorns, the Mockery,—but now our Lorp 
is brought out before them, and they see the re- 
sult of it all, a pitiable spectacle ! Our blessed 
Lorp covered with the shameful garment, the 
soldier’s cloak; His crown of thorns on His 
Head ; the reed, His sceptre, in His Hand ; the 
thousand wounds inflicted by the scourge, gap- 
ing, pleading for pity; His Limbs worn and 
wearied ; His poor Body trembling with cold, and 
shedding large drops of Blood ; His loving Face, 
on which Angels desire to gaze, swollen with 
cruel blows, torn and scratched, stained and dis- 
colored with mingled Blood and dirt, and foul 
with spittle. Oh surely, he who is not moved by 
this sight is colder than steel, harder than ada- 
mant! And Pilate presents Him to them with 
the words ‘‘ Behold, the Man !’’ (The first word is 
not a verb, but an interjection ; ‘‘See, here is 
the Man !’’) 
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I. And first, let us consider briefly the action 
of Pilate. This is not the time to go into an 
analysis of his character. We will simply glance 
at two sides of it, which are clearly observable ; 
his brute courage, his moral cowardice. His brute 
courage may be traced again and again in the 
cruelty with which he had suppressed the various 
rebellions of the Jews. It had made him hated 
and feared. His moral cowardice is displayed to 
all the world in the action we are considering, 
and was caused by fear of his master Tiberius. 
His misrule gave him good cause for alarm, and 
the suspicions of Tiberius were generally followed 
by cruelty towards their object. The Jews hated 
Pilate, had cause to hate him ; and if they could 
get a chance of a plausible accusation against him 
at Rome his fate was sealed. 

As he thinks over this danger, he falls back 
upon a possible compromise, the usual resort of a 
moral coward. He will pander to the passions 
of the mob, and brutally scourge an innocent man. 
He has done it, and now he presents his Victim 
to their gaze; ‘‘ Behold, the Man!”’ 

Gaze upon our Blessed Lorp in His Passion ; 
behold Him in His humiliation and suffering, and 
see there what compromise does to Him. Com- 
promise scourges Him, crowns Him with thorns, 
mocks Him. He appeals to you. Have pity on 
Him, be just to Him! Pilate appeals first to 
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their pity. ‘‘ Behold, the Zaz /”’ no longer “' Be- 
hold, your King!’’ ‘‘ Behold, the Man! weak, 
suffering, harmless ! He can lead no party. He 
can raise no sedition. He can make no resistance 
to the soldier’s scourge. You need not fear Him ; 
He isno king. Poor wretch! He is most thank- 
ful to be let alone, to be allowed to escape with 
His life, after all these humiliations and tortures. 
Have pity on Him!” Pilate appeals to the 
world’s pity ; and the world is human, and pity 
is a natural virtue. Somewhere in every human 
heart there is pity. Yes! the world has pity to- 
day on dogs and cats and horses, and so forms 
its Societies for the Prevention of Cruelty to Ani- 
mals. ‘The world to-day has pity on men to some 
extent ; witness its hospitals. But on JEsus the 
world cries now, as it did then, ‘‘ Crucify, cru- 
cify!’’ ‘‘I looked for some to have pity on Me, 
but there was no man, neither found I any to 
comfort Me.”’ 

Then Pilate appeals to their justice. ‘‘ Behold, 
I bring Him forth to you, that ye may know that 
I find no fault in Him.’’ Justice is another nat- 
ural virtue, and Pilate appeals to it. ‘‘ Behold, 
the Man! He is innocent. I find no fault in 
Him. He has stood His trial without friends, 
without influence to plead for Him, and by force 
of His own very innocence He is acquitted. I 
appeal to your justice! Be satisfied with the in- 
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justice wich has already been accorded Him ; be 
satisfied with the scourging and torture and hu- 
miliation and mockery of this innocent Man, and 
let the voice of justice in your hearts be heard!”’ 
And the world to-day, as then, is just; just at 
least in protecting the lives of its citizens ; just in 
allowing no man to stand trial for his life twice 
for the same offence. The world is just to itself ; 
but to Jesus the voice of malice, of envy, of hatred, 
drowns the voice of justice, and cries out, ‘‘ Cru- 
cify, crucify !’’ ‘‘ He looked for judgment, but 
behold oppression ; for righteousness, but behold 
acry.’’ So Isaiah prophesied of this scene. He 
looked for righteousness, for justice, but behold a 
cry ! the horrid cry, ‘‘ Crucify, crucify !”’ 
‘Behold, the Man!’’ scourged and bleeding, 
the result of compromise with right, with justice. 
Have you ever made such a compromise in cow- 
ardly surrender to the world’s demands, in shame- 
ful obedience to the world’s code of morals, or in 
weak consent to the solicitations of some compan- 
ion who has tempted you to crucify Jesus by 
committing mortal sin? Have you ever said, 
like Pilate, ‘‘ No, I will not yield to that, for that 
is mortal sin, but I will compromise ; I will not 
crucify, but I will scourge and mock.’’ And then 
when you have by your actions scourged and 
mocked your Lorp, do you say to your compan- 
ion, do you say to the world, in weak depreca- 
4 
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tion, ‘‘I have done enough; see what I have 
done! See how I have mocked and injured my 
Lorp! Now have pity and let me go; I cannot 
do more!’’ But the world cries now, as it did 
then, ‘‘Crucify, crucify !’’ You have compro- 
mised right, you have shown your weakness, 
your cowardice, your fear of the world ; you have 
scourged JESUS, and so lost His help, His grace ; 
and now when you say, ‘‘ Let me go,’’ the world 
says, ‘‘Go on! Crucify!’’ and alas! like Pilate, 
too often you obey. How seldom can you stop 
short at your compromise! Sin with inexorable 
lash drives you on to the end! O my brother, 
when you are tempted to compromise the Faith 
in the presence of your worldly companions, 
when you are inclined to compromise morality 
in the face of some temptation—behold the Man! 
See His Wounds, the thorn-crown, the scarlet 
cloak! Listen to the voice of mockery! Behold 
the outcome of compromise! Look upon Jxsus, 
and then pray Him, in His pity, to look upon you 
as He looked upon Saint Peter ; to look you into 
penitence and courage. What can not one look 
of those dear Eyes accomplish ! What have they 
not done! How many Martyrs have they not 
sent to win their crown! How many Saints have 
they not helped to victory again and again, when 
almost ready to yield! Look at Jesus, and pray 
Him to look at you, as the Angel of the Lorp 
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looked upon Gideon when he said unto him, 
‘“The Lorp is with thee, thou mighty man of 
valor . . . . and the Lord looked upon him, 
and said, Go in this thy might, and thou shalt 
save Israel from the hand of the Midianites : 
have not I sent thee?’’ Pray Him to look upon 
thee, and so to send thee to battle with the prom- 
ise of victory and salvation. Remember compro- 
mise, the compromise of Pilate, did not avail to 
save Jesus from death; it only added to His 
sufferings the scourging, the thorn-crown, the 
cruel mockery. So now, compromise rarely saves 
us from the fullest sin ; for the will, like Pilate, is 
the judge, and if it once yields to the clamor of 
the lower nature by a compromise with right and 
truth, it cannot stop there, it will go on to yield 
altogether. Behold, the Man! and as you gaze 
upon Him, vow that with the help of the Hoty 
Sprrit you will never compromise with sin. 
Pilate washed his hands of the Blood of JEsus, 
did all he could to free himself from implication 
in His Death ; yet Pilate, in spite of his compro- 
mise, consented to the Death of Jesus. Nor did 
it save him from being accused of disloyalty by 
his enemies to his master at Rome. Soon he had 
to lay aside the insignia of his office and go to 
Rome to face his judge; and then the moral 
coward died the coward’s death of suicide, and 
went to meet the Judge of all the world, JEsus, 
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Whom he had judged, Whom he had found inno- 
cent, yet had condemned to be crucified. Oh 
think how this scene is being enacted every day 
by the moral cowards of this world—compromise, 
which while proclaiming JESUS innocent delivers 
Him to be crucified, and then death, which ush- 
ers the coward into the Presence of the Judge 
against Whom he has sinned ! 

II. ‘“‘ Behold, the Man!’’ Let us consider 
these words in three ways : 

1. As spoken by Gop the FaTHER. ‘‘ Gop so 
loved the world, that He gave His only begotten 
Son.’ ‘‘He that spared not His own Son, but 
delivered Him up for us all, how shall He not 
with Him also freely give us all things?’’ ‘‘ Be- 
hold, the Man!’’ Yes, these words are the 
challenge of love. 

But here we may pause a moment to ask, What 
does love depend on? What is it that provokes 
love? Two things: Beauty and Self-Sacrifice. 
And first, surely, always, everywhere, Beauty. 
In its lower form love is kindled by physical 
beauty, in its higher by moral beauty. Go where 
we will, we find this law true; and in the words, 
*“‘ Behold, the Man !’’ we are reminded that our 
Blessed LorpD was the only perfect Man, the 
Ideal Man. He was perfect in all physical per- 
fection. How perfect was that Body, taken from 
the pure substance of the Blessed Virgin Mary 





The Presentation. 53 





by the operation of the Hory Guosr! that Body 
which had never been stained by sin nor marred 
by disease ; that Body which was the sum and 
crown of humanity! ‘Then too our Lorp was 
the perfection of moral beauty. ‘That Mind, the 
greatest of human intellects, and flooded by Di- 
vine Truth! that Will absolutely conformed to 
the Divine Will! that Soul which reflected per- 
fectly the Image of Gop and was illumined by 
the Light of Gop, with every faculty and gift 
perfectly developed! In Him met all physical 
and moral beauty, as the Psalmist had prophe- 
sied, ‘‘ Thou art fairer than the children of men: 
full of grace are Thy lips.’”’ ‘‘ Fairer than the 
children of men’’ in physical beauty, and “ full 
of grace,’’ moral beauty. 

But while beauty may attract us, and does at- 
tract us with a strange power, there is another 
force that wins our love, that takes us captive— 
the power of Self-Sacrifice. It is a part, of course, 
of that moral beauty of which we have spoken ; 
for sacrifice is the very essence of love itself, since 
love is the gift of self to another, the gift by 
sacrifice. But where was ever sacrifice like our 
Lorp’s? ‘‘ Behold, the Man!’’ So our Lorp 
Himself appeals to us: ‘‘ Greater love hath no 
man than this, that a man lay down his life 
for his friends.” And Saint John tells us, in 
the introduction to the Passion of our Lorp, 
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that ‘‘ having loved His own which were in the 
world, He loved them unto the end.’ “ Behold, 
the Man!” born into the world on Christmas 
Day, a little child, the Christmas Gift of love! 
He can wait but eight days ere His love impels 
Him to suffer, and to shed His Blood for us by 
circumcision. ‘That was the beginning of His 
Sacrifice ; and now we see the end ! 

Look up to the FATHER, and once more hear 
Him say, ‘‘ Behold, the Man!”’ ‘These words 
are the challenge of love. Can you find greater 
love anywhere, greater beauty, greater sacrifice ? 
But not only are they the challenge of love, not 
only do they tell what love has done in the past ; 
they are also the pledge of what love shall do 
in the future. For ‘‘He that spared not His 
own Son, but delivered Him up for us all, how 
shall He not with Him also freely give us all 
things?’’ He not only says, ‘‘ What more could 
I have done?’”’ but, ‘“‘ What may you not expect 
from such love? All things!’’ Grace of peni- 
tence, if you will useit ! Pardon, if you will seek it ! 
Peace, if you will have it—that ‘‘ peace which the 
world cannot give’”’ and, thank Gop, cannot take 
away ! Joy, such as the world knows not! These 
and many other gifts here; and then hereafter, 
joy and glory! Joy, for ‘‘in Thy Presence is the 
fulness of joy ; and at Thy Right Hand there is 
pleasure for evermore,’? And then glory! The 
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Beatific Vision! Tosee Him! ‘Thine eyes shall 
see the King in His Beauty, they shall behold the 
land that is very far off.”” And not only to see Him, 
but to be like Him! ‘‘ When I awake up after 
Thy Likeness, I shall be satisfied with it.”? ‘‘ Be- 
hold the Man!” Not only the challenge of what 
love has done in the past ; not only the pledge of 
what love will do in the future; but a guestion. 
Love demands love, and so He says, ‘‘ Behold Me ! 
This I did, this I bore for love of thee. What 
doest thou for love of Me?”’ 

2. “‘Behold, the Man!’’ Again, we may con- 
sider these words as the revelation of the malice 
of sin. There are two revelations which give us 
Gop’s view of sin: the Woes of the Passion, and 
the Pains of Hell, both revealed to us by our 
Blessed Lord. The malice of sin! How lightly 
we think of sin, because we are so in its midst 
the very atmosphere we breathe is infected by it. 
It is all around us, and we cannot contemplate it 
as a thing apart from ourselves. It is every- 
where. Not one spot on earth but the blighting 
breath of sin has poisoned it. The fairest spot 
that the human eye has ever contemplated does 
not completely satisfy. We can conceive of some- 
thing fairer; and why? Because in the fairest 
spot on earth, the mark of sin is there. Take 
the most beautiful flower; pluck the rose, and 
the drop of blood upon your finger tells of the 
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thorn, which speaks of the penance of sin there. 
Stretch out your hand for the most luscious fruit ; 
eat it, and the poison throbbing through your 
veins tells you that the result of sin is there. Sin 
is everywhere! And the effect of this is that we 
get wrong views of sin. We do not realize its 
terrible force or its awful malice, because it is so 
much a part of ourselves that we cannot contem- 
plate it from adistance. How different it is with 
Gop! Gop is all Holy, and Gop sees sin as it is, 
and has revealed to us His view of sin in those two 
awful pictures—the woes of the Passion, the pains 
of Hell! ‘To-day we are concerned only with the 
Passion. ‘‘ Behold, the Man!’’ See the essence 
of all sin concentrated on one spot! JESUS is 
humanity’s Representative, and on Him, there- 
fore, sin wreaks its direst vengeance. See that 
Body, so absolutely stainless and sinless, torn to 
pieces by the lash of sin! See that noble Head, 
through which not one thought that was ignoble 
ever passed, bleeding from the thorns of sin! 
Behold that glorious Face, that index of the 
greatest Soul the world ever knew, lighted up by 
the Light of Gop Himself—that Face is bruised 
and swollen, covered with dirt and spittle! Yes, 
sin destroys, mars, spoils, wrecks, ruins every- 
thing in this world, everything in human nature. 
“The Son of Gop was manifested that He might 
destroy the works of the Devil,’? that He might 
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destroy sin in our nature ; and He destroys sin by 
revealing to us the malice of sin in a way so pa- 
thetic that we can conceive nothing more calcu- 
lated to break the hardest heart, to reach the 
most depraved soul. He reveals sin to us in His 
Passion ; not only its existence, but its malice; 
not only its frightful power, not only its universal 
rule in the world, but its intense, devilish malice. 
It has spoiled everything that it could touch with 
its blighting hand. Look, look at that court of 
justice, that mock court of justice, the court of 
sin! Hesaid He was Gop, and so they said He 
ought to die for telling the truth. The judge 
acquits Him: “I find no fault in Him,’’ ‘‘ noth- 
ing worthy of death;’’ and the crowd cries 
‘“‘Crucify, crucify !’? What was it? The con- 
ceutrated hatred and malice of thousands of years 
of sin, hunting the Son of Gop to His Death ! 
Ah, it is so easy to go on sinning ; we have sinned 
so long, lived in such an atmosphere of sin that 
we have become blinded to its malice, become 
used to it. Yousay, ‘‘ Yes, I must, I must give 
up my sins; at least I must give up the greater 
ones, I must give up my sins!’’ Why? ‘“ Be- 
cause if I do not, I shall lose my soul.’’ Oh think 
of an eternity in Hell! Or, ‘‘ Because if I do 
not I shall lose the joys of Heaven!’’ Oh think 
of the glorious possibilities of happiness in Hea- 
ven! Butis that the only reason for giving up 





58 Meditations on the Passion. 





your sin—to save your own miserable self ? Give 
up your sin because it lashed and scourged the 
Son of Gop, and because it goes on so far as it 
can, lashing and scourging Him in your own 
nature. Ifsin only hurt you, if sin only brought 
the blush of shame to your face, the pang of 
pain to your vile body, you might go on sinning 
if you would; but when you think that sin 
scourged the Son of Gop, then, if you have a 
heart to love, if you have a heart to pity, for His 
sake, if not for your own, say, ‘‘I will give up 
my sin!”’ 

And do not console yourself by thinking, do 
not try to get out of it by saying, ‘‘ Yes, this is 
very true of those poor wretches whose sins fill 
the newspapers, who murder, and steal, and 
commit crimes of lust and cruelty ; but it cannot 
mean me, with my eminently respectable sins, 
my little sins of selfishness and luxury and pride 
and envy and hatred! It does not mean me, 
does it?’’? Those poor creatures who murder, 
and steal, and commit crimes of violence and 
cruelty and lust—JEsus said of them, ‘‘ FATHER, 
forgive them, for they know not what they do.”’ 
Their sins are but the sins of a brutalized nature, 
steeped in ignorance and darkness. Never has 
religion entered their soul. The Light of Gon’s 
HOoLy SPIRIT in its noonday splendor has never 
touched and caused to be kindled in their hearts 





The Presentation. 59 


the fire of Gop’s Love, thrilling them with the 
happiness of serving Him. But you, with your 
refined selfishness—you, with what you call your 
“little sins’’ of pride and vanity and gossip and 
scandal and backbiting and sloth—you do it in 
the full light of Christian knowledge. You 
sign yourself with that Cross which reminds you 
every time you do it of the Passion of JESuS; 
you call yourself by His Name; you pray to 
Him daily ; you come and meditate on His Pas- 
sion, and—like the Levite in the parable of the 
Good Samaritan, who even crossed over the way 
and inspected the wounds of the poor, half-dead 
man,—you look into the details of His Passion, 
and meditate upon His Pains, and then you cross 
over to the other side again and go on, go back 
to your life of selfishness. Yet those sins which 
sit so lightly on you are the sins which brought 
the blush of shame starting tothe Face of JEsus, 
and which caused the blood to burst from the 
pores of the Sacred Skin of Jesus tintil the Blood- 
Sweat poured to the ground. Those sins which you 
call ‘‘ little sins’’ were the sins which lashed and 
scourged Him, which tore and marred the Sacred 
Body of Jesus, the fairest work that Gop ever 
made! ‘‘ Behold, the Man!”’ Itis sin, your sins 
and mine, that He bears. The sins which we 
indulge in to while away the time ; the sinful stories 
that we tell to raise a laugh ; the sinful exaggera- 
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. tions in our stories, which we invent to make 
them tell better, to make ourselves seem so brilliant 
and so witty ; the sins of scandal, those delicious 
morsels of gossip which we tell each other in the 
secrecy of friendship: ‘‘I wouldn’t tell it toany one 
else, but you ought to know about so-and-so’’— 
' these, these are the sins which have wreaked their 
vengeance on the Son of Gop. For the Passion 
of Jesus is not only a thing of the past, but a 
thing of the present. It lives on in you and me 
in the world to-day, as truly as it did in the streets 
and courts of Jerusalem. It was our sins, yours 
and mine, that caused the Passion, and so if we 
will do nothing heroic this Lent to conquer and 
give up our sins, at least, at least let us resolve 
that we will never again laugh at sin, that we will 
never again joke about little sins, that we will never 
again retail as choicest morsels of gossip the sins 
of our neighbors, the scandals of the day. If 
we will do no more, let us at least for ever give 
up that! Does your tongue itch to tell the last 
story you heard? Bite it, rather than speak and 
scourge Jesus! ‘‘But I must tell it!’? Why 
must you? ‘Oh, she ought to know!’’ Why 
ought she to know? Every word of scandal, 
whether it be true or false, has its effect in the 
Passion of Jesus. ‘‘ Behold, the Man!” Seein 
Him the malice of sin, the effect of your sins ; and 
because you love Him, stop sinning and repent. 
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3. And lastly, ‘‘Behold, the Man!’’ Manhood’s 
Ideal, manhood’s Example, the one Perfect, Sin- 
less Man! We have gazed upon His Beauty of 
Form and Face and Soul; now let us examine 
His Acts of Mercy and Love. Those dear Hands, 
so soon to be nailed to the Cross, occupied only 
in works of goodness, never raised to strike a_ 
blow, raised only in benediction! ‘Those dear 
Feet which bore Him weary from one end of 
Palestine to the other, always on errands of love! 
Listen to the witness of those who heard Him 
speak ; what do they say? ‘‘ Never man spake 
like this Man!’ ‘‘ Behold, the Man!’’ the 
Ideal Man! the Perfect Man! And this is the 
way the world treats Him ! 

And the world treats Him thus because it is 
the world, because it has its own standards of 
beauty and goodness and truth, its counterfeit 
standards, and hates the absolute beauty and 
goodness and truth which are a reproach to it 
—hates and persecutes and strives to kill! So 
was it prophesied by the heathen Plato, nearly 
four hundred years before, when describing what 
would happen if a perfectly just man were to 
come into this unrighteous world. The words 
he uses are these: ‘‘’The just man will be 
scourged, racked, fettered, will have his eyes 
burnt out, and at last, after suffering every kind 
of torture, will be crucified.”? And thus says the 
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world through Plato: ‘‘ Learn that it is best to 
resolve not to be, but to seem just.’’ Counterfeit 
goodness the world admires ; real goodness the 
world hates. And again in the Book of Wisdom 
(which was certainly written many years before the 
birth of CuristT, whichever of the dates we accept), 
we read the following description of the world’s 
treatment of the righteous: ‘‘ Therefore let us lie 
in wait for the righteous ; because he is not for 
our turn, and he is clean contrary to our doings : 
he upbraideth us with our offending the law, and 
objecteth to our infamy the transgressings of our 
education. He professeth to have the knowledge 
of Gop: and he calleth himself the child of the 
Lorp. He was made to reprove our thoughts. 
He is grievous unto us even to behold : for his 
life is not like other men’s, his ways are of another 
fashion. We are esteemed of him as counter- 
feits: he abstaineth from our ways as from filthi- 
ness: he pronounceth the end of the just to be 
blessed, and maketh his boast that Gop is his 
father. Let us see if his words be true: and let 
us prove what shall happen in the end of him. 
For if the just man be the son of Gop, He will 
help him, and deliver him from the hand of his 
enemies. Let us examine him with despiteful- 
ness and torture, that we may know his meek- 
ness, and prove his patience. Let us condemn 
him with a shameful death.’’ 
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“Behold, the Man,’’ as He stands before the 
mob in His misery and woe! See what the world 
has done to Him; and will you go on siding with 
the world? Hear the voice of the world shout, 
“*Crucify, crucify !’’ and will you join, by your 
life, in that cry ? Oh rather say, ‘‘ Now, asI gaze 
upon that Man, I see the malice of sin, of my 
sin. I see the cruelty of the world, of the world 
in which I live. I see the sin of compromising 
with the false world. And above all I see the 
love of Gop; and for love of Him Who first 
loved me, Who so loved me, I will repent of my 
sin. O Jxsu, I give myself to Thee ! 


O Love, Who lovest me for aye, 
Who for my soul dost ever plead ; 
O Love, Who didst that ransom pay, 
Whose power sufficeth in my stead ; 
O Love, I give myself to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be!’ 


O Lord Jesu Christ, Very Gop and Very Man, 
grant me so to behold Thee in Thy Passion 
enduring the pains and indignities which were 
caused by my sins, that I may count it all joy to 
bear the trials and sorrows of life, offering to Thee 
these light afflictions, in loving reparation for 
Thy grievous pains and humiliations, who livest 
and reignest with the FaTtuEerR and the HoLy 
Guost, Gop for ever and ever. Amen. 


MEDITATIONS ON THE PASSION. 
TV. 


THE CROSS-BEARING OF OUR BLESSED LORD. 


RELUDE I. Contemplate the Way of Sor- 
rows—the way that led to Calvary ; Jesus 
bearing His Cross, and the women follow- 

ing Him weeping. 

Prelude II. O Lorp Jesu CuHrRIst, Who in 
love for me didst bear Thy Cross, which was in- 
deed my Cross, the Cross of my sins; Give me 
grace and courage ever to be found in the Way 
of Sorrows, bearing my Cross after Thee. Grant 
this, O Lorp, Who now livest and reignest with 
the FATHER and the Hoty Guost, Gop, world 
without end. Amen. 

Our Father, etc. 


Pilate had made his vain efforts to release our 
Blessed Lorn, had witnessed again and again, in 
his official capacity as judge, that He was inno- 
cent, that he found in Him no cause of death; 
and then contrary to every law of justice, con- 
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trary to the majesty of that great empire which 
he represented, he delivered Him to the Jews to 
be crucified. ‘They took Him away, they stripped 
off the garment of His mockery, the soldier’s 
cloak, they put on Him once more His own gar- 
ments, and then they prepared the Cross. 

S. Bernard says that the Cross was fifteen feet 
in length, and it must have been thereabouts if 
we take the height of a man from the transverse 
beam and add what must have gone into the 
ground to hold it steady. And this Cross, a heavy 
weight for a strong man, was put upon our Blessed 
Lorp. ‘The transverse beam is put upon His 
shoulder, and then is fulfilled the prophecy of 
Isaiah, ‘‘ I will lay upon His shoulder the key of 
the house of David.’’ Butah! whatagony! He 
has been scourged, and where the Cross presses 
is already one great wound. One knows what 
pain is caused when a trifling sore is touched, 
and for that heavy Cross to be laid upon the ten- 
der flesh already lacerated by scourging! And 
thus He sets out upon the Way of Sorrows; the 
Cross drags upon the ground, while our Lorp 
with what human strength is left in Him en- 
deavors to bear its weight. 

Let us strive first to picture to ourselves the 
procession. ‘The centurion on his horse, with the 
soldiers—apparently an unusually large number 
of them, for perhaps the Jews dreaded that some 
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of our Lorp’s Galilean followers might attempt 
a rescue, and so there was a larger force than usual 
—the centurion on his horse going first, the 
soldiers following; then our Blessed Lorp be- 
tween two thieves, carrying His Cross. Behind 
Him follow the chief priests, gloating over His 
sufferings, exulting in the triumph of their mal- 
ice, delighted that their envy is gratified. Then, 
apparently, come the weeping women, beating 
upon their breasts—those who had faithfully fol- 
lowed Him during His ministry and who now in 
the hour of His failure, in the hour of His igno- 
miny and disgrace, follow Him faithfully to death. 
And then the mob, the scum and offscouring of 
the great city (for it is the time of the Passover, 
when it was filled with people from every nation 
and clime), flocking from the streets and alleys 
and courts, the very refuse of humanity, drawn 
some by curiosity, drawn some by cruelty, drawn 
_ to see the procession passing along the streets. 

_ And what do these each of them represent? 
The soldiers tell, perhaps, of the brutal cruelty 
for which they were responsible. The priests 
speak of that spirit of envy and hatred which 
even now crucifies our Lorp afresh in His mem- 
bers. The women show woman’s sympathy, the 
one ray of glorious light amid all the sorrow and 
darkness of that procession; the one splendid 
honor to womanhood is that in our Lorp’s Pas- 
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sion Gf perhaps we except the maid who recog- 
nized S. Peter as a Galilean) not one woman is 
found having any part in the sufferings and cruci- 
fixion of Curist. All who are mentioned are 
mentioned as having sympathy and sorrow for 
Him. Magnificent courage of womanhood ! They 
followed Him when He was the darling of the 
people, when He was the idol of the crowd ; they 
followed Him in the time of His triumph, and 
they do not desert Him in the hour of His failure. 
They had seen His marvellous power exercised in 
the works of beneficence which He had done so 
many times before them, in healing the sick, in 
feeding the multitude; and now that His power 
seems to have left Him, now that He is in the 
hands of His enemies, now that He has been 
wounded, now that there is nothing lovely from 
a human point of view about Him, they are still 
faithful to Him, they follow Him. Glorious honor 
of womanhood! Splendid courage! They stand 
by Him when all His disciples have deserted 
Him, they stand by Him in the presence of that 
surging mob, they stand by Him amid the cruelty 
of the soldiers and the envy of the priests and 
the brutal curiosity of the scum of Jerusalem. 
They follow Him, identifying themselves with 
Him still; they follow with tears expressing 
their sympathy and love. Oh marvellous power 
of love! stronger than failure, stronger than dis- 
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grace, stronger than death! And as our Blessed 
Lorp’s Life and Passion is the mirror in which 
we may see reflected the world’s life now, in all 
its changing phases, in all its various conditions, 
so do we still find woman, with a moral courage 
which man often lacks, faithful in the hour of 
suffering and failure and disgrace. Thank Gop 
that it is so! that every day even now in this world 
of sin and selfishness we find woman ready to 
stand by a man even when he is one who has 
ruined her life, who has deceived her, and who 
is disgraced, who has failed, upon whose brow is 
branded the mark of the criminal; and yet his 
wife will stand by him, and love him, and com- 
fort him, and sympathize with him still! But 
alas ! in our days they are striving to deprive us 
of this glory of womanhood. It is the glorious 
privilege of the woman to follow the man as he 
bears his cross, bears it in the struggle of daily 
life, bears it in the tempest of adverse circum- 
stances, bears it in the agony of failure and dis- 
grace—it is woman’s privilege to follow him, 
weeping, sympathizing, comforting, helping him. 
But in these days they would unsex the woman 
and make her take the place of the man, robbing 
her not only of the desire but also of the power 
of sympathizing ; and leave both to bear the cross, 
with neither to sympathize, comfort, or help! 
And lastly, the mob represents the world that 
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hates and crucifies CurRis7T as far as it can, as truly 
now as then, the cruel, selfish, deceitful world ! 
II. How many types were fulfilled in that Way 
of Sorrows! Time would fail us to notice them 
all. There we see the true Isaac going up the 
mountain and bearing the wood for the Sac- 
rifice, at once the Lamb and Bearer of the Cross. 
There we see the spies coming back from the 
Promised Land with the Bunch of Grapes from 
Eshcol—the two thieves and Jesus—for as with 
the spies one, as he went forward, had his back 
to the grapes that he bore, and the other as he 
followed had his face towards them, so was it in 
the Passion—one thief, impenitent, turned his 
back on CHRIST and reviled Him, the other thief 
in his penitence cried, ‘‘ We, indeed, receive the 
due reward of our deeds, but this Man hath done 
nothing amiss.’”? ‘‘LorpD, remember me when 
Thou comest into Thy Kingdom!’’ There we 
see Moses with the Rod, and the Brazen Ser- 
pent. ‘There we see the Key of the House of 
David laid upon the Shoulder of David’s Son and 
Heir—that Key of the Cross, which has power to 
unlock every door of difficulty in life, and to open 
the Kingdom of Heaven to all believers. There 
we see fulfilled the prophecy of Isaiah, ‘‘ And the 
government shall be upon His Shoulder,’’ for the 
sceptre with which He shall rule the world is 
the sceptre of the Holy Cross. Mighty king- 
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doms have there been, glorious empires, but 
their rule has passed away. ‘The world was 
ruled by intellect and culture when the Greeks 
had sway, by brute force under the Roman Em- 
pire, and by various other means at other times ; 
but while every other sceptre has been broken, 
every other power has passed away, the Cross 
still rules the hearts of all those who are worthy 
of being the subjects of the King of kings. ‘‘’ The 
government shall be upon His Shoulder.’ He 
goes to Calvary, He goes to His death, bearing 
the Key of the House of David, the Sceptre of the 
Kingdom of Heaven. 

But alas! He bears the Cross only in the power 
of His human strength, and at last that strength 
is exhausted, and He falls beneath the burden. 
Had He borne the Cross in the power of His 
Divine Nature it would have been little help 
to you and me, little help to those who have to 
follow Him. He bore it as long as His human 
strength could bear it, and then He fell under the 
burden. ‘Tradition tells us that He fell just at the 
time when His Mother met Him. She was not 
with those who followed Him weeping, but led by 
S. Mary Magdalene and passing down some by- 
streets known to the latter, she comes into the 
Way of Sorrows and meets her Divine Son face to 
face just as He falls for the first time beneath the 
Cross. We can imagine her pressing forward to 
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help Him, and then being rudely thrust back by 
the brutal soldiery.| Jxsus falling under the 
burden of His Cross! Ah, when my burden 
seems too heavy for me and I fall under my 
Cross, I have the comfort of feeling that Jesus 
knew that sorrow also. He bore the Cross as long 
as it was possible, and then His human strength 
—not His human will—gave out, and He fell 
under its weight. ‘The soldiers kicked Him and 
beat Him to make Him take it up again, but they 
found it useless. And so they impressed into the 
service a stranger who happened to be passing 
that way—Simon of Cyrene, the great type of 
humanity. Simon, coming out of the country 
into the city to keep the Passover, is seized 
upon. Perhaps he had been following in the 
crowd, and had expressed some sympathy with 
our Blessed Lorn in His sufferings. "They seize 
him, and they make him bear the Cross after 
JESUS. 

Great picture of the world for all time! Our 
Lorp has borne the Cross for us, and now He 
gives it to us to bear after Him. Now, as we go 
on our way to Calvary, we take the place of 
Simon of Cyrene, for our Lorp tells us with His 
warning Voice, ‘“‘If any man will be My disciple, 
let him deny himself and take up his cross daily 
and follow Me.’’ Follow Him in the Way of 
Sorrows! Follow Him through this vale of tears ! 
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Follow Him bearing the Cross, not in any spirit 
of rebellion, not in any feeling of bitterness, but 
as realizing that this is the greatest privilege of 
our whole life! Wewere born, it is true, to some 
triumphs, and when perhaps in the enthusiasm 
of youth we look out upon the world and dream 
of the possible conquests which we may achieve 
in our life, we forget that all life’s triumphs, all 
life’s successes, all the world’s praise, all its so- 
called happiness all sink into absolute insignifi- 
cance compared with that great privilege, the 
great joy of life, of bearing the Cross after JESus. 
He bore it for me, and He has said, ‘‘ If any man 
will be My disciple, let him deny himself and take 
up his cross daily and follow Me.’’ He knows the 
difficulties of the path I have to tread, He knows 
all the doors that will be shut in my face by the 
world, the difficulty of sorrow, and the difficulty 
of pain, and the difficulty of failure, and the diffi- 
culty of temptation ; and He has given me a key 
which will unlock every door—the key with 
which He opened the Kingdom of Heaven to all 
believers, the Key of the Holy Cross—He has 
given it to me! Oh let me be careful, let me 
realize my responsibility, that there never may 
be one day in my life when I have not upon my 
shoulder that Key of the House of David! What 
will be my next sorrow? I cannot tell. What my 
next difficulty ? Ido not know. But I can tell, 
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I do know that if I am bearing the Cross after 
Jzsus I have a key which will unlock it, and that 
I can pass through it! The world offers me a 
golden cross—the religious world would have me 
wear the cross in some jewelled form upon my 
breast or around my neck as an ornament. But 
JESUS gives it to meas the hard, heavy, wooden 
Cross upon my shoulder, eating into my very life, 
and yet as the sceptre with which I can rule my 
life, the key with which I can unlock every door 
of difficulty and trouble! 

Blessed privilege of Simon of Cyrene! Who 
would not have exchanged places with him! The 
centurion, type of the world-power, goes before on 
hishorse. ‘The priests, type of the world-religion, 
follow after with their envy and malice. The 
women, in their weakness and love and courage, 
follow weeping, identifying themselves with our 
Lorp. Simon helps to bear part of our Lorp’s 
sufferings, takes up the Cross, is permitted to be 
the first to enter into the fellowship of the Passion. 
Blessed privilege! What would not I have given 
to have been there that day! Oh my brethren, 
have you never felt as you meditated on our 
Blessed Lorp’s Passion that you would have given 
the world to have been there in Simon’s place? 
When your loving heart has been throbbing in 
response to the pangs of His Agony, what would 
you not have given to have changed places with 
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Simon? Ah, but the privilege can be yours now ; 
the opportunity has not passed, and never will, for 
every day you can take Simon’s place, every day 
you can bear the Cross after Jesus. Simon bore 
the material Cross of wood upon which our LORD 
was to be crucified, and you can bear the mystical 
Cross which our Lorp in His love has chosen for 
you. Bear it ina spirit of thankfulness. Bear it 
with a realization of its marvellous power. Bear 
it as the greatest joy of your life. Bear it with 
the words, ‘“‘ Thanks be to Gop for His unspeak- 
able gift!’’ Is there any other gift of all the 
gifts which Gop gives us, to which we can better 
apply those words than the gift of the Cross of 
Jesus? ‘‘ Thanks be to Gop for His unspeakable 
gift!’? ‘Think of Simon alone with JEsus, bear- 
ing the Cross! ‘‘Alone!’’ you say, ‘‘ why, did 
you not tell me that there were thousands throng- 
ing and pressing around Him—a mob in their 
curiosity gazing upon Him?’’ Yes, but Simon 
was alone in bearing the Cross with JEsus, alone 
in sharing the Passion of Jesus. And surely this 
too is a lesson to us that we have to stand alone 
in life—never more alone, perhaps, than when the 
world is crowding upon us, and we realize, thank 
Gop, that we are not of the world !—never are we 
more alone, perhaps, than when the religious 
world is pressing upon us, the world, with its re- 
ligion of sentiment, the world with its religion of 
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ostentation, the world with its religion of un- © 
reality, and we are alone with Jesus bearing the 
Cross ! 

What is this Lent to you, my brethren? Is it 
a Lent without a Cross? Are you keeping the 
holy season only because it has come round again 
and it is right that you should keep it? Are 
you keeping Lent, as it were to make up for 
your carelessness and neglect of religion during 
the past year? Orare you keeping Lent as a sort 
of laying up a store of religion which will last you 
during the long season of summer, when you 
generally serve the world and the flesh and the 
devil? Or are you keeping Lent because our 
Lorp has given you His Cross to bear? Do 
you realize how near you are to Him; do you 
enter, as Simon did, into the pangs and throbs 
of His Passion, and glory in the great gift that 
Gop has given to you, if not to others—a Cross 
to bear for Him? Is it the Cross in its jewelled 
form, or is it the very Cross of JESus—sympathy, 
fellowship with the sufferings of our LORD? 

III. But we pass from Simon of Cyrene to the 
weeping women. ‘They had followed Him in pa- 
tience, with love, with splendid courage. He had 
fallen more than once beneath the Cross, and it has 
been thought that it was just at the time when 
the Cross was given to Simon and when therefore 
there was a moment’s halt in the procession, that 
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our LorD turned to the women and preached His 


last sermon to them: ‘‘ Daughters of Jerusalem, 
weep not for Me, but weep for yourselves and for 
your children. . . . Forif they do these things 


in a green tree, what shall be done in the dry?”’ 
Daughters of Jerusalem—daughters not only of 
that Jerusalem on earth which crucified CuRisvT, 
but children of that Jerusalem above where He 
now reigns—our Lorp speaks to you this word of 
warning as he did tothose of old. ‘‘ Weep not for 
Me, but weep for yourselves.’’ Surely these words 
were uttered in nochurlish rejection of their loving 
sympathy, but only in that marvellous spirit of 
unselfishness which even in His hour of agony 
made our Lorp think of their needs, and warn 
them against the danger of mere human sympathy. 
Dear children of Curist, daughters of the Jerusa- 
lem which is on high, there is a danger in coming 
here Friday after Friday and weeping over the 
sufferings of CurRist, if you do not weep for the 
cause of those sufferings—your sins! Our Lorp 
shows us the danger of human sympathy, and in 
repressing, as it were, this manifestation of human 
affection, He means not that He would have us 
less full of sympathy, but that He would have us 
sympathize, not so much with His external Pas- 
sion, with the outward marks of His sorrow, with 
the wounds and scourges and crown of thorns and 
cruel Cross-bearing,—as with His internal suffer- 
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ings, He would have us weep for the sins of 
the world which caused those sufferings, the sins 
of the world for which He was making atone- 
ment, ‘‘ Weep for yourselves and for your chil- 
dren.’’ Oh, weep not in any spirit of slavish fear, 
weep not for your sins merely because they are 
your sins, weep because your sins added to His 
Passion! You, I know, would say with one 
accord that you would have wished in that great 
procession to take your place with the weeping 
women, but have you done so in the past? 
Have you? Rather have you not by sins of 
envy and uncharity, have you not by sins of 
selfishness and pride and cruelty, not in actual 
deed, but what is as bad, in indifference to 
others’ snfferings—have you not taken your 
place either with the soldiers or with the priests 
or with the mob? And so, if you now desire to 
take your place with those women in the spirit 
of mere human sympathy ; if you are touched 
and moved to tears as you meditate upon the ex- 
ternal Passion of our LorD, as you gaze upon 
those wounds eloquent with love, and count those 
stripes by which you are healed—our LoRD warns 
you, that you must go deeper than this—‘‘ Weep 
for yourselves and for your children!’’ The 
Jews had said, ‘‘ His Blood be on us and upon 
our children !’’ and oh, how sadly that challenge 
was accepted, when some 3,600 Jews were scourged 





78 Meditations on the Passion. 





and crucified as CuRIstT had been, and again when 
some forty years later the fall of Jerusalem actu- 
ally was accomplished! His Blood was indeed 
on them and on their children. That cry was the 
cry of defiance, that cry was the challenge of 
pride. But let us in all humility pray, “His 
Blood-be on us and on our children ’’—that is to 
wash us from our sins; for if His Blood be not 
poured on us, then indeed we are lost eternally. 
We had a hand in shedding that Blood, and 
now may it fall drop by drop on our guilty but 
contrite souls, upon us and our children, and 
wash away our sins! It is the same thought that 
we should have when we repeat that verse 
of the 51st Psalm, ‘‘ Deliver me from blood- 
guiltiness,s O Gop!’’ What did David mean 
when he said it? He meant of course the blood 
of Uriah, whom he had caused to be murdered ; 
and we mean the Blood of CHRIsT, Whom we 
crucified. ‘‘ Deliver me from Blood-guiltiness ’’— 
from rejecting that Blood, from trampling it under 
foot as though it were an unholy thing ; but rather 
let that Blood be poured upon me drop by drop, that 
I may be cleansed from all my sins! Yes, the 
weeping must not be the weeping of mere human 
sympathy, it must be the weeping of penitence, 
of contrition; it is for this He thirsts. ‘Those 
women who in their splendid nobility of charac- 
ter, in their faithful love, in their perseverance 
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followed Him, were in danger of weeping only 
for His outward sufferings. ‘They were true to 
Him in apparent failure, in sorrow, in disgrace, in 
death ; but our Lorp would have them true to 
Him in resurrection, in eternity ; and so He says, 
“Weep not for Me, but weep for yourselves 
and for your children.’’? .And He says to you, 
“So weep that My thirst for thy soul may be 
quenched ; give Me not thy tears of human 
sympathy, but thy tears of contrition for thy sins. 
My child, give Me thy heart, for I have loved 
thee with an everlasting love, and with the cords 
of love will I bind thee to Myself and lead thee 
with Me to Calvary. For if they do these things 
in a green tree, what shall be done in the dry?”’ 
There was but one Green Tree in the world then ; 
man was dead in trespasses and sins when from 
the Root of Jesse there sprang that Green Tree of 
the Incarnation. ‘‘If they do these things ina 
green tree, what shall be done in the dry?”’ “I 
am the Vine; ye are the branches: ifa man abide 
not in Me, he is cast forth as a branch and is 
withered ; and men gather them, and cast them 
into the fire, and they are burned.’’ But if any 
man abide in CHRIST, and Curis? in him, he is 
a branch of the Green Tree, the one living power 
in this dying world. ‘‘Ifthey do these things in 
a green tree, what shall be done in the dry?”’ 
Those who are incorporated into Him, those who 
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are living in the power of His love, those who 
are dying in the fellowship of His Passion, they 
are in the Green Tree ; and those who are not are 
withered and cast forth as branches, only to be 
gathered and bound in bundles and burned in the 
fires of eternity ! 

IV. And so we end our Meditation on the Way 
of Sorrows. We have been looking back along 
the great vista of history, and our eyes have been 
resting for a while on the saddest scene upon 
which the sun ever shone—the Via Dolorosa on 
that Good Friday morning. But is this all? 
Nay ; we must ask our LorD so to open our eyes 
that we may see how that scene stillliveson. The 
Passion of JEsuS did not end on Good Friday ; it 
lives on in His members now, it lives on in this 
world for which He died. Whatis the Way of 
Sorrows? I have been trying to describe it to 
you—that pathway through the streets of Jerusa- 
lem, with the mob and the soldiers and the weep- 
ing women. What is it? It is life, the life we 
are living to-day, the way we are walking to-day, 
the way which leads to our Calvary, to our death ; » 
for this world is a way of sorrows as much to-day 
as it was then. They are leading CHRIST out to 
be crucified to-day. ‘The world-power goes in its 
triumph before Him, and the world-religion with 
its utter unreality and selfishness follows after 
Him, taking Him to His Death. The Way of 
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Sorrows lives on to-day, and we are following in 
it. How are we following? Do we go before our 
Lorp with the centurion and soldiers, leading 
Him to His Crucifixion? Do we follow after 
Him with that worst of all shams, a religion 
which is not the religion of our heart and life, 
but only of our lips—a religion which we put 
on and put off as we do the very clothes that 
we wear, the sham religion of the world? Or 
are we following with the mob in curiosity, 
wondering how it will all turn out, reading the 
controversial literature of this nineteenth cen- 
tury, with no particular belief except in our- 
selves? Or are we with the weeping women, 
sympathizing with His sorrows? Or are we 
taking Simon’s place and striving to be partakers 
with Him in His sorrows, striving to bear the 
Cross after Jesus? It is for ourselves to choose. 
Do not let us say in the mere impulse of natural 
sympathy, I w2// do this, or that ; but let us look 
in the light of the Hoty Spirit into our hearts 
and lives and ask what we ave doing. Itisso easy 
to weep with the women for the external sufferings 
of CHRIST, and not to hear His Voice saying, 
‘‘ Weep not for Me, but weep for yourselves and for 
your children.’’ And if we weep for our sins, let 
us do so not merely because of the injury they have 
done us, but because they were the cause of the 
Passion. If we grieve for them thus, we shall go 





82 Meditations on the Passion. 





on our way weeping and bring forth good seed. 
“They that sow in tears shall reap in joy.”” “He 
that now goeth on his way weeping, and beareth 
forth good seed, shall doubtless come again with 
joy, and bring his sheaves with him.”” Our 
weeping must be the weeping of penitence, our 
weeping must spring from contrition, and our 
weeping will then cause us to go on our way bear- 
ing our Cross after Jesus. We must not say, as 
the tears of mere excitement roll down our cheeks, 
‘Jesus can go in the way bearing His Cross; I 
will sit here and look on.’’ Nor must we say, 
‘Tam afraid to go in the Way of Sorrows for fear 
I should not persevere;’’ but we must say, ‘‘Gop 
helping me, I will take up my Cross and follow 
Him! I will take up my Cross, realizing, not 
that it is a great burden, but that it is the sceptre 
with which I can rule the world, the key with 
which I can unlock the door of every obstacle 
which I meet in my journey heavenward.”’ 

Let us ask the help of the Hoty Sprrir that 
we may know how best we can bear our Cross, 
that we may know what are our sins which have 
crucified, which are crucifying CHRIsT; that we 
may so use this vale of tears that the pools may 
be filled with the water of grace, grace to refresh 
us, grace to strengthen us to bear our Cross after 
Jesus. Let our prayer be not that this world may 
be different, not that our life may be a success, 
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not that our sorrows may be removed, our 
dreams and ambitions realized ; but only that we 
may so bear the Cross after Jesus daily—to-day 
and to-morrow and until the end of our life— 
that when death comes the Key may be in our 
hands with which we may be able to unlock 
the door that leads to everlasting life. So let us 
meditate on the events of the Way of Sorrows, 
not merely as on a scene of marvellous pathos, of 
the most intense dramatic interest that the world 
has ever known, but as being ourselves partakers 
in that great drama, as realizing that it is being 
enacted around us to-day. Let us not be satis- 
fied with weeping with the women, but press on 
to take Simon’s place, and bear the Cross to Cal- 
vary. Oh dear daughters of Jerusalem! do not 
let us weep while Lent lasts, and then in the joy 
of Easter forget that so long as we are in this world 
we are in the Way of the Cross! Our Easters are 
like the light-rays which just tip the waves of the 
sea with roseate hue for a moment as they reflect 
the light of heaven,—but the waters will grow 
dark and the storm will come again! Our sorrows 
are not over until we close our eyes in death, until 
we pass through the grave and gate of death to 
the resurrection to everlasting life. Let us fear 
ever to lay down the Cross, lest we should be 
surprised by death when we have not the Key 
with which to unlock its gate, when we have not 
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the sword with which to conquer the King of Ter- 
rors! ‘The world looked upon JESUS in the Way 
of Sorrows and saw only a wretched Man, marred 
more than any man by the cruelty of His fellow- 
men, going to His Death. We look upon Him 
and see the Son of Gop, the Conqueror, going to 
the last battle, with the Sword upon His shoulder 
which should win for Him and for us the victory 
over death—going to the only life which can last, 
the only life which is worth calling life! The 
world would have us look on a crucifix as a 
representation of an interesting event of history 
which has long, long passed away. Our Lorp 
would have us look on it as the mirror in which 
we may see our daily life—not what it is, alas! 
but what it ought to be, what it must be, what 
it shall be, if we are worthy the name of children 
of CHRIST! 

O Lorp JEesu Curist, King of Kings and 
Lord of Lords, Who didst march, by the Way of 
Sorrows, as a Victor to Thy final triumph, bear- 
ing as Thy Sword and Sceptre the Holy Cross, 
the Key of the House of David; Grant me grace 
so to follow Thee that I may have the blessed 
privilege of Simon of Cyrene, of bearing my Cross, 
which is Thy Cross, after Thee. Help me to 
realize that this world always must be the Way 
of Sorrows, that the Cross always must be on my 
shoulder; and grant me so to be faithful to 
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Thee unto death that I may receive from Thee a 
crown of life, and reign with Thee in the glory 
of Thine Eternal Kingdom, where with the 
FATHER and the Hoty Guost, Thou ever reign- 
est, Gop, world without end. Amen. 


MEDITATIONS ON THE PASSION. 


V. 


THE PIERCING OF OUR LORD AND SAVIOUR 
JESUS CHRIST. 


RELUDE I. Contemplate the end of the 
Way of Sorrows; JEsuS nailed to the 
Cross. 

Prelude II. O JxEsu, our Master and Saviour, 
our Redeemer and LorD, give us grace so to look 
upon Thee Whom we have pierced again and 
again by our sins, that the sight of Thee on the 
Cross may melt our hearts and pierce them with 
true contrition ; and that we may have compas- 
sion on Thee, taking revenge on ourselves for our 
sins. Grant this, O Lorp, Who livest and reign- 
est with the FATHER and the Hoty GuHost, Gop, 
world without end. Amen. 


Our Father, etc. 


The Way of Sorrows is at last ended ; the way 
that led from Pilate’s palace, outside the city to 
86 
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the hill of Calvary. ‘The sorrows of that Way are 
over, and, as we are told by the Evangelists, Gol- 
gotha at last is reached. S. Matthew, S. Mark, 
and §. John all retain the Hebrew form of the 
name Golgotha, and they give also the intrepre- 
tation, ‘‘ the place of a skull,’’ as though the inter- 
pretation of the word did not exhaust its meaning. 
“The Place of a Skull’’—it was full of mystical 
lessons. Weare told that it was outside the city ; 
and thus, as the Epistle to the Hebrews tells us, 
our Blessed Lorn fulfilled the sacrificial type by 
going out of the camp to suffer, bearing our re- 
proach. It was outside the city—outside the Holy 
City of Gop, to teach us that in the Holy City we 
cannot crucify CHRIST; that it is only when we 
have gone out of the city of our Baptism, only 
when we have lost grace by our sins, that we go on 
to that last act of mortal sin by which we crucify 
CurRIsT afresh and put Him to an open shame. 
And what was His Golgotha, or Calvary—for the 
words mean the same thing, the one being the 
Hebrew and the other the Latin form—what was 
it? Some have thought that it was a hill whose 
summit was shaped likea skull, and that from this 
form it derived its name; but by far the greatest 
number of commentators believe that it was the 
place of the public execution of malefactors, and 
that it was called ‘‘the place of a skull’’ from the 
ground being strewn with the remains of those 
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who had been executed there, whose bodies, after 
rotting on their gibbets, had fallen to the ground, 
leaving the skulls to bear witness to the shame- 
ful character of the place. There is a legend 
that it was the burying-place of Adam and that 
our Lorp’s Precious Blood fell upon his skull. 
The legend is doubtless without foundation in 
fact, yet it brings before us a wonderfully true 
thought—that the legacy which the first Adam 
left to the human race, the legacy of death, of 
which the skull was the symbol, was taken away 
by the Death of our Redeemer; that ‘‘as in 
Adam all die, even so in CHRIST shall all be 
made alive.’’ 

The Way of Sorrows is ended. As we learned 
last Friday, the Way of Sorrows for us is this 
life. As we gaze upon the Way of Sorrows lead- 
ing from Jerusalem our hearts throb in sympathy 
with the sufferings of our Lorp there; but we 
are not to look upon the Passion of Jesus merely 
as an event of surpassing interest which took 
place many years ago; we are to remember that 
the Passion of Jesus lives on now in his Church 
in the world. The Way of Sorrows is this life. 
For what is our life but a long Cross-bearing ? Oh, 
if there be some of us who in the giddiness of 
pleasure or in the exultation of success know noth- 
ing of the Cross, let us remember that this is a 
sign that we are not walking in the Narrow Way. 
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There are two ways, our Lorp tells us: the Nar- 
row Way that leadeth to Life, and few there be 
that walk therein—the Narrow Way in which the 
signposts meet us at almost every step, guiding 
us onward—the signposts, the Crosses that we 
have to bear; and the Broad Way, with no 
Crosses, which leads, alas! only to destruction. 
The Way of Sorrows, then, is the way of life, the 
way of the Holy Cross, as truly the way in which 
we must be striving to walk, as it was the way in 
which our Lorp walked when He was on earth ; 
and it must end for us as it ended for Him—at 
Calvary. Yes, for our life leads to death; we 
must bear our Cross until we die upon our Cross, 
and exchange our Cross for our everlasting 
Crown ! 


I. And, then, the meaning once again of the 
term Golgotha—Calvary—the Place of a Skull. 
The skull tells me of the emptiness of this life, the 
emptiness of all on which I pride myself in this 
world. ‘The eyes, the ears, the lips, the tongue 
have all rotted away, and the skull alone is left— 
fit emblem of the hollowness of the world’s life! 
The eye, which led me into so many sins of vanity 
—the ear, which led me into so many sins of list- 
ening to what was evil—the tongue, which spoke 
so many idle words, aye worse perhaps, so many 
bitter, uncharitable, sinful words—all have rotted 
away, and the skull alone is left, fit emblem of the 
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life of the world, which ends in death—the death 
to which every day of life is bringing me surely 
though slowly nearer. The skull tells of the 
dying world of which I form a part. The Saints 
loved to have with them a skull and a crucifix 
—the skull to remind them that they must die, 
and the crucifix to show them how to die—how 
to die daily—nay, rather how to live, to live the 
life of the Crucified ! 


II. They reached Golgotha and they prepared 
for the Crucifixion. And first they seem to have 
given our Blessed Lorp, at least to have offered 
Him, vinegar mingled with gall, or (as one of the 
Evangelists says) with myrrh. This was a nar- 
cotic given to deaden the senses of the criminal 
who was to be exposed to a death so agonizing, 
so cruel, so long-lasting as death by crucifixion. 
Our Lorp “‘ tasted thereof,’’ and when He recog- 
nized the nature of the drink He refused it. 
Later, on the Cross, when in response to His cry 
‘“‘T thirst’? they gave Him vinegar (the sour 
wine of the soldiers) He drank thereof, to teach 
us—what? To teach us a great lesson in re- 
gard to that pain which we all have to bear 
more or less in this life; to teach us that it is 
our duty to prolong life as creatures of Gop, by 
lawful means, but that we must not attempt 
by any unlawful means to escape from the 
penances of life. It was to teach us wherein we 
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resemble, and wherein we differ from Him. Re- 
lief of every sort which is to prolong life, that we 
may live for Gop and carry on His work, is to be 
sought and to be used ; but relief which is to give 
but temporary ease from pain and suffering is 
as far as possible to be rejected, especially where 
that relief is gained only by drugging the higher 
part of our nature. Headache—sleeplessness— 
how often we seek a refuge from them in drugs! 
Think of our Lorp’s Head throbbing with the 
aching thorns! ‘Think of our Lorn’s sleepless- 
ness, watching all night in prayer for you and 
then laying His Head, not to rest, but laying it 
on the hard, restless bed of the cruel Cross. 
Yet when they offered Him the narcotic—which 
you grasp at so greedily to save yourself from a 
few hours of weariness or pain; when He had 
tasted it and knew its nature—He put it from 
Him! Among the discoveries of science in the 
present day, that which the world hails as one of 
the greatest is the power of alleviating pain. The 
world hails it as one of the greatest gifts. And 
what is pain? What does it do for us? Pain is 
the penalty of sin, its temporal penalty ; and it 
is a law of the justice of Gop that sin, while its 
guilt is taken away by the Death of CuristT and 
its eternal pains taken away also, must have a 
penance, a pain left for the sinner to bear. ‘‘ He 
suffered for us,’’ not that we might not suffer, but 
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‘leaving us an example, that we should follow 
His steps’’ of suffering. When we try by unlaw- 
ful means to avoid all the pains of life, to escape 
all its Crosses, to reject all its penances, we must 
remember that this is simply folly ; for if the Word 
of Gop is true we are but laying up for ourselves 
greater pain in the next world. Gladly should 
we welcome the pains which come to us by Gop’s 
Providence ; there can be no doubt whatever 
about their necessity and efficacy. The Saints 
have gone beyond this, and have striven by pains 
voluntarily inflicted to do penance for their sins ; 
but the world’s view in the present day is to 
escape the consequences of sin and its frightful 
responsibilities altogether. Yet if we escape them 
now it will be only to find them awaiting us in the 
day of the judgment and the justice of Gop, and 
to learn then how much better it would have been 
to have accepted in loving submission the penance 
for our sins which Gop gave us to bear here, than 
to have waited for the penance of the world to 
come! Pain is the penance of sin, about that there 
can be no doubt; but like all good penances pain 
is not only punitive but remedial in its effects ; it 
is, to some extent at least, a remedy. Pain borne 
in loving submission to Gop’s Will, pain borne 
not in any spirit of obstinate pride, but in a hum- 
ble, penitent, loving spirit of devotion to the Will 
of Gop, is sacramental in its efficacy in uniting us 
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to CHRIST. Hewas the Man of Sorrows, by Whose 
stripes we are healed, and He has revealed to us 
that ‘‘He suffered, leaving us an example, that 
we should follow His steps ’’ of suffering. How 
many there are who have experienced the truth 
of the great theological doctrine, that pain is not 
only the mere penance and punishment of sin, but 
also a very sacrament by which we are united 
to CHRIST, and sanctified even in this life! 
By pain we are united to Curist; He was the 
Man of Sorrows and acquainted with grief; 
and our work is to follow Him. What did 
He mean when He said so often, to those souls 
whom He called to Him, ‘‘ Follow Me’’? He 
did not call them to follow in a life of triumph, 
He did not call them to follow in the path- 
way of success, He did not call them to fol- 
low Him amid the plaudits of the world’s vain 
praise—nay, when He called them, He told 
them, the law of that following—‘‘ Foxes have 
holes, and the birds of the air have nests, 
’ but the Son of man hath not where to lay His 
Head.’’ He called them to follow Him in pov- 
erty, He called them to follow Him in suffering, 
He called them to follow Him in death ; He called 
them to follow Him to Calvary, He called them 
to follow Him to the Cross, He called them to 
follow Him to the grave—but oh, the way they 
followed stopped not at the grave, halted not at 
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the sealed stone, but took them to the Mount of 
Olives, to the place of the Ascension ; and they 
followed afterwards through that new and living 
way which He opened from earth to Heaven, they 
followed Him to the Throne of Gop, where He 
reigns; and where too they who have overcome 
reign with Him andin Him! But the following 
began first in the way of suffering, first in the way 
of penance; and those who in their mad dream 
think that they can escape in this life the penance 
ofsin and yet enjoy in the life to come the glories of 
redemption, are simply deceiving themselves, are 
simply rejecting and ignoring the express teach- 
ing of Curist, His Apostles and His Church! 
The Way of Sorrows leads to the Place of a 
Skull ; leads to the place where JEsus refused the 
medicated draught offered Him to enable Him to 
escape the penalty of sin, the sufferings which 
preceded the moment of death; and we must 
learn from this that while we have a right— 
nay, that while it is our duty to use all lawful 
means to enable us to bear the sufferings of 
life and to prolong life, and to consecrate it to 
Gop’s service, it is absolutely unlawful for us 
to use means to escape all life’s penalties. And 
in that endeavor to deaden our sensibilities— 
which is one of the world’s sins to-day—to drug 
our higher nature in order that we may not suffer 
(perhaps from a headache, or perhaps from sleep- 
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lessness), we are laying up for ourselves not 
only an accumulation of suffering in the world 
to come, but in a great many instances humili- 
ation and degradation even in this world. How 
many people are slaves to some habit which 
began by striving to avoid the mere pains which 
are the penance of sin! Oh, if there be one of 
you here who indulges in that strange, fascina- 
ting drug which perhaps robs pain of its pang 
for a little while here, remember you are probably 
laying up for yourself in this world shame and 
trouble, and you are simply putting off the day 
of reckoning, putting off the temporal penance of 
sin, which you must bear—either here by the love 
and mercy of Gop, or in the world to come, to 
satisfy His justice and truth ! 

Oh the joy of bearing pain in union with the 
Cross of our Lorp, whether it be pain of body 
or the greater pain of mind and soul! See our 
Blessed Lorp in His Passion enduring every 
form of pain, His Body tortured, His Mind 
harassed so that He cries out, ‘‘My Gop, My 
Gop, why hast Thou forsaken Me!’’ His Soul 
is torn, His Affections wounded by the desertion 
of His friends, and by His own act in giving up 
His Mother and S. John! Oh, the joy of tasting 
even one drop of that cup of agony which JEsuS 
drained to the very dregs for us! the joy of that 
pain of mind, or soul, or body which unites us 
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to the Cross of Curist, which enables us to enter 
into the fellowship of His Passion, which makes 
us one with Him in the crucified life ! 


III. And now we pass to the third point. They 
had offered Him vinegar mingled with myrrh and 
He had refused it, and now for the fourth and last 
time they stripped Him of His garments. They 
had stripped Him first to scourge Him, and then 
when He had put on His own raiment and it had 
become glued to His Frame by the Blood flowing 
from His Wounds, they had thought of the ad- 
ditional torment of mockery and had stripped 
Him again, reopening His Wounds, to put upon 
Him the scarlet robe of scorn. Again, the third 
time, they stripped off that also and put on Him 
His own raiment to lead Him out to be cruci- 
fied ; and now they strip Him for the fourth time 
as He stands on Calvary at the end of the Way 
of Sorrows. They strip Him; and does His 
raiment cling to His Form by reason of the Blood 
drawn by the scourging? Is His raiment glued, 
as it were, to His Body by the clotted Blood, and 
in stripping it off do they open those wounds 
afresh, causing Him new pain and agony? How 
much more does that Precious Blood unite sinners 
to Himself! Ah, behold that mystically clad 
Form! the glorious robe of our Humanity united 
to Him, and living through that Blood which 
purchased it from death and gave it life from the 
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dead! Yes, the Precious Blood is that which 
glues us in the closest possible union to the 
Mystical Body of our Lord, and if as they rudely 
tear the garments from His Frame they reopen 
the wounds, causing the Blood to flow afresh, 
and giving Him new agony; how much more 
does He suffer when through the devices of Satan 
some member of His Body, some sinner whom 
He has redeemed, some soul united to Him by 
the Precious Blood, is torn away from Him again 
by mortal sin! The loss of a soul that belonged 
to Jesus, the loss through sin, of a soul which 
was a member of His Mystical Body, the Church, 
is like the tearing away of a part of His glorious 
garment and the reopening of His wounds. 

They stripped Him for the last time of His 
raiment, and we behold our Blessed Lorp stand- 
ing before His persecutors, robbed of all things, 
in utter poverty. His friends have deserted 
Him and fled; His enemies have robbed Him 
of His reputation, they have torn from Him 
in the Preetorium the hair and the skin by their 
blows and scourging, and now for the last time 
they strip Him of His garments, that He may 
teach us the glorious law of absolute detachment 
from creatures. There He stands in absolute pov- 
erty, there He stands in utter humiliation, to teach 
_us the blessing of poverty, to teach us in practice 
that first and fundamental law of His Kingdom, 

7 
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‘‘Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the 
Kingdom of Heaven ’’—to teach us the marvellous 
strength, the glorious joy, of the life of real hu- 
mility. And why is He stripped of a/? Inorder 
that He may first give Himself for me on the 
Cross, by the sacrifice of His Life; and then that 
He may give Himself zo me, to be the vital prin- 
ciple of my life. And shall I murmur when I am 
stripped of creatures that I may give myself to 
Him? I cannot give myself to Him with all the 
creatures of this world clinging to me. The blind 
man by the wayside near Jericho, when he heard 
that Jesus called him, as a first step cast away 
his garment that he might come to CuRist, that 
his eyes might be opened. ‘The creatures blind 
me. I may as well think that my earthly eyes 
can pierce a wall of stone, as think that the 
eyes of my soul can reach the glories of Heaven 
while they are all plastered up with the wretched 
creatures of this world—my pride, my covetous- 
dess, my avarice, my envy, my love of riches, my 
love of pleasure, my love of ease, my love of lux- 
ury, my love of sin! I must strip myself before 
my eyescan be so opened that I can see the glories 
of Heaven, and the way that leads to Gop—before 
I can see in any real sense my Lorp and Saviour, 
Who was stripped forme. We are told not only 
that Bartimzeus cast away his garment that he . 
might come to CHRIST, but in the description of 
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the palm-procession on the last Sunday of our 
Blessed Lorn’s Life (that solitary moment of tri- 
umph in His Life of sorrow and pain) we read 
of those who were privileged to join in the 
procession which entered Jerusalem with Jxrsus, 
singing Hosannas—that procession which was a 
type of the glorious Procession of the Precious 
Blood, in which we with all who have been re- 
deemed by the Blood of Christ hope to have a 
place when it enters the New Jerusalem led by 
Angels crying, ‘‘ Lift up your heads, O ye gates, 
and be ye lift up, ye everlasting doors, and the 
King of Glory shall come in,’’—we read that 
those who joined in that palm-procession spread 
their garments in the way for our Lorp to ride 
over them! And so must we strip off from us 
the garment of many and many a creature and 
throw it beneath our Blessed Lorp’s Feet that 
he may trample upon it, before we can follow 
Him in the Narrow Way which leads to Jerusa- 
lem, the Vision of Peace, of Heaven, of Light, 
of Love, of Glory! Gop, my soul, and the crea- 
tures—these are the three divisions into which 
theology separates for us all things in Heaven 
and earth. Gop, my soul, and the creatures. 
Gop stripped Himself of the creatures that He 
might give Himself for my soul and to my soul, 
and I must strip myself of the creatures that I 
may give myself to Gop. My soul has as its 
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own proper and essential temptation the love of 
the creatures ; the temptation of the soul is that 
of the world, as the temptation of the spirit is 
that of the devil, and the temptation of the 
body is that of the flesh. The soul has a strange 
craving to possess something—the passion which 
we describe under the general name of Cov- 
etousness. And why? Because Gop created it 
with that desire of having, because Gop gave 
it as its greatest gift the craving to possess, the 
power to love, the longing for an object of love. 
When Gop endowed the soul with that passion 
of having, it was that the soul might be satisfied 
with the possession of Gop Himself. In Eden, 
before the Fall, this craving of man to have was 
satisfied with the possession of Gop, man’s Crea- 
tor. Since the Fall this passion has burned like 
a consuming fire in the human soul, craving either 
for the possession of the creatures, or of the 
Creator. I cannot possess both. I might as 
well strive in the same place to comprehend light 
and darkness, heat and cold, as in the same soul 
to have as my essential possession Gop and the 
creatures. Gop made the creatures to minister 
to my needs, Gop made the creatures for my 
pleasure, Gop made the creatures as a ladder 
by which I might climb up to Him; and Gop 
made them to shine with the reflected glory and 
beauty of Himself ; and so long as I possess them 
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in Gop, so long as I use them according to His 
law and for His glory they simply help me to 
possess Gop ; but when I put them between Gop 
and myself, when I fill my soul with them, then I 
make it impossible that I should possess God. 
‘Blessed are the poor in spirit.’”? Our Lorp 
does not say, ‘‘ Blessed are the poor,’’ only, but 
“the poor in spirit.’’ He shows the sphere in 
which that poverty is to exist—in our inner na- 
ture. ‘‘ Blessed are the poor in spirit ’’—why ?>— 
“ for theirs isthe Kingdom of Gop.” They have 
emptied themselves of the creatures that they 
may be filled with Gop; they have hungered 
and thirsted after righteousness that they may 
be filled with the Lorp, Who is our Righteous- 
ness. Maxapior, “happy,” is the word— 
happy in this world in the possession of JESUS, 
and happy in the world to come in the possession 
of Him for eternity! Why did Gop create you, 
dear child of JESUS, with that strange desire to 
have? Do you think for one instant—does your 
intellect allow you to persuade yourself for one 
moment that it was in order that you might fill 
yourself with the husks which the swine of this 
world eat? Nay, if you have any intellect at all, 
your intellect, to say nothing of the rest of your 
nature, revolts at such a thought. Gop made 
me for Himself! Gop gave me the power to love, 
the craving to have, that I might love Him and 
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possess Him! Aye, it matters not how sinful 
you have been in the past; it matters not how 
you have striven to blunt that hunger of your 
soul by feeding on the creatures of this world, 
and by yielding to sin! ‘The prodigal did that, 
but when he went back to his father he was re- 
ceived with open arms and clothed once more in 
the first robe, and feasted on the fatted calf. The 
penitent thief did that all his life, but when upon 
the cross he turned to JEsus in penitence and 
prayer, and bearing humbly the penalty, the pen- 
ance of his sins, said to his companion, We have 
deserved this, and then to our Lorp, ‘‘ Lorn, 
remember me when Thou comest into Thy King- 
dom,”’ our LorpD instantly gave him more than 
he asked, more than he dreamed of—a share in 
that Kingdom! The thief asked for remembrance, 
and our LorpD gave him the Kingdom itself, and 
with the Kingdom, Himself, for His answer was, 
‘““'To-day,’’—not when life is ended only, but 
immediately ; not after the Day of Judgment, 
but to-day—“ shalt thou be w7th JZe in Paradise !”’ 
If we are with CHRIST pain is sweet, and sor- 
row is turned into joy! for if we are with 
CuRIS?T sin cannot hurt us; Satan and his hosts 
may dash themselves against the Rock of Ages 
as the impotent storm-waves of the Atlantic 
hurl themselves thousands of times every day 
against some gigantic rock, which in its proud 
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strength breaks their surges and stands unmoved ; 
but if we are sheltered in the Rock of Ages, if 
we are resting under the ‘‘ shadow of a great 
rock in a weary land,’ if we have found our 
refuge in the cleft of the Rock, in the wounded 
Side of Jesus, in the Heart of Jesus—then, if 
we are with Him, we are safe! Oh, how foolish to 
wish to be without Him! How foolish to be 
content to buffet the world’s surges alone? How 
foolish in our own mere human strength to strive 
to stand against the temptations of the Evil One, 
when we might claim the promise of our Lord, 
““'To-day shalt thou be wth Me in Paradise’’— 
to-day, if only we will cast away the garment of 
sin and come to Him, if only we will empty our- 
selves of the creatures and become poor in spirit— 
we may possess the Kingdom of Gop—aye and 
the King of that Kingdom also! 

JESUS is stripped of His raiment that He may 
teach us to strip ourselves of our garment of self- 
ishness—not only of what is sinful, but of what 
is inexpedient, that we may be clothed upon 
with the raiment of His righteousness ; that we 
may possess no longer the husks which the swine 
of this world do eat, but the Bread of Life, of 
which He says that ‘‘ whosoever eateth thereof 
shall live for ever;’’ for ‘‘he that eateth Me, 
even he shall live by Me.”’ 


IV. And now we come to the last point, the 
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piercing of our Lorp’s Hands and Feet. The 
Way of Sorrows is ended, Golgotha is reached, 
the vinegar mingled with myrrh, or gall, has 
been refused, the garments have been stripped 
off. ‘The Cross is laid upon the ground, and Jesus 
stands there bleeding, shivering in the cold; 
His cruel executioners roughly order Him to 
lay Himself upon the Cross. How humbly He 
obeys! He Who is Gop obeys the commands of 
His creatures ; and we who are but worms of 
earth refuse to obey our Creator’s Will even in the 
smallest things! When you find it hard to say, 
‘““Thy Will be done’’—when your self-love, your 
pride rebels against the humiliations which meet 
you in life, think of our Lorp obeying the 
cruel commands of His creatures, and _ pa- 
tiently and humbly stretching Himself upon the 
Cross ! 

The end has almost come, life is almost 
finished, the death-bed reached, and what a 
death-bed it is! It has been said of the world 
that it offers all two hospitalities—a place in 
which to be born, and a place in which to die. 
It has been said that none are so cruel, so savage, 
as not to strive to provide alleviations for the 
pains of birth and the pains of death. The world 
gave our LORD a manger for His cradle, and a 
cross for His death-bed ! 

And then, when He has stretched Himself 
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upon the Cross, when He has fulfilled the proph- 
ecy in the Song of Songs, ‘‘I will go up to the 
palm-tree ; I will take hold of the boughs thereof”’ 
—when in obedience to the cruel behest of His 
executioners He has stretched His right Hand 
upon the transverse beam of the Cross and that 
tender palm is opened and the cruel iron placed 
against it—then come the blows of the hammer, 
driving the blunt iron through the tender, delicate 
sinews and nerves of that Hand, nailing it to the 
Cross! That Hand which had never done one 
deed of sin; that Hand which had healed the 
sick, and had been raised again and again in bene- 
diction upon those who crucified Him—that Hand 
is nailed tothe cruel wood! The first blow would 
probably not drive the nail home, and so blow 
after blow descends; and (as the Saints have asked) 
what was the hammer that drove those nails home, 
what was the strength that wielded the hammer 
against the Creator, but our sins! ‘Those nails 
would have been powerless to hold Him, that 
hammer would not have moved, but for our sins, 
my sins! Not once only did the blow descend, 
but again and again; not once did I wilfully sin 
against Him, but again and again. I nailed Him 
to the Cross! I must look on Him Whom I pierced! 

The left Hand is treated in the same way; and 
then the Feet—those Feet which had carried 
Him about on works of mercy, on errands of 





106 Meditations on the Passion. 





love! Jxsus is nailed to the Cross! JESUS is 
fixed, crucifixed to the Tree ! 

The nails were typified in the Book of Num- 
bers, where we are told that the princes and nobles 
of the people with their s¢aves digged the well. 
Strange instrument with which to dig a well, a 
staff, type of the nails by which were dug, in the 
Hands and Feet of our Redeemer, the wells from 
which the living water of life should flow! ‘The 
nails were typified by those who supported the 
hands of Moses while Israel prevailed in the battle 
with Amalek. And the upheld hands of Moses 
were types of our Lorp’s Arms held in position 
by the nails as He interceded for sinners, inter- 
ceded with the Father, interceded with the sinners 
themselves—those Arms outstretched to embrace 
all who come to Him! ‘‘Come unto Me, all ye 
that travail and are heavy laden, and I will give 
you rest!’’ Yes, rest upon My Breast, rest in My 
embrace, rest where the world and the flesh and 
the devil can never pluck you out of My hand! 
““T will go up to the palm-tree ; I will take hold 
of the boughs thereof!’’ And what were those 
boughs, but the fruit of the palm-tree, the fruit 
of the Cross, the souls whom Jxsus there died 
to redeem, whom JxEsus there clasped in His 
embrace—your soul and my soul. 

“He suffered for us, leaving us an example 
that we should follow His steps’’ of suffering. 
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And as we must follow Him in the Way of Sor- 
rows, as we must follow Him to Calvary, as with 
Him we must reject the unlawful alleviation of 
the penances of life by refusing the narcotic, as 
we must with Him be stripped of our garments ; 
so must we with Him be nailedtoour Cross. We 
all of us realize that one of the privileges and 
duties of life is to bear the Cross. We sing our 
hymns and say our prayers asking for grace to 
bear the Cross, but I think we very often forget 
that the end of Cross-bearing is to be Cross-borne ; 
that we are to carry our Cross until our Cross 
carries us; that Cross-bearing is only the begin- 
ning of the crucified life ; that it passes into some- 
thing ineffably higher when the Cross carries us. 
The bearing of the Cross is not the crucified life ; 
it is but the preparation for it. The crucified life 
begins when we have laid down the Cross and 
placed ourselves on it, and stretched forth our 
hands to receive the nails which are to fasten us 
to the Cross for all time. We must stretch forth 
our hands willingly ; for suffering which is borne 
only of necessity is just as painful, is more pain- 
ful, but it is bereft of all sacramental efficacy. 
Suffering which is to unite us sacramentally to 
our Blessed Lorp must be suffering borne wil- 
lingly ; and so we ourselves must stretch forth 
our hands upon our Cross, and wait for the blows. 
Oh, how slowly they come! With what nervous 
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dread do we anticipate the next blow! If they 
could only come all at once and nail us there! 
But we have to be developed by suffering ; and so 
we must wait for the blows to come slowly—we 
must wait; but we must take care that we do not 
take our hand away! For if we do, how sad will 
it be to have endured some of the blows, to have 
tasted some of the pain, and then to have drawn 
back and lost the reward ! 

And then we must stretch forth our hands on 
the Cross, on our Cross. If the nails are struck 
through our hands into vacancy, and not into the 
Cross, we bleed to death in vain. We must be 
nailed to the Cross. Life has its sufferings; we 
cannot escape them. ‘The nails must go through 
our hands, but it is for us to decide whether they 
shall go into the Cross, whether we shall be 
nailed to our Cross, or whether the nails shall go 
into vacancy and cause us to bleed to death in 
vain. And what then? As we say in the first 
words of the 57th Psalm, ‘‘ Under the shadow of 
Thy Wings shall be my refuge until this tyranny 
be overpast ;’’ so let us say in the words of that 
verse which comes later in the same Psalm, ‘‘O 
Gop, my heart is fixed, my heart is fixed.” 
Crucifixed! Nailed to the Cross! My heart, 
my love, my will, my understanding, crucified 
with Thee ! 

The blows are the sorrows and pains and morti- 
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fications of life. But how long must I hang there? 
How long did Jesus hang upon the Cross? Until 
His pulses ceased to beat, and He gave up the 
ghost ; until loving hands took Him down from 
the Cross, and laid Him in the grave. And so 
must we live the crucified life until our pulses 
cease to beat, and loving hands take us down 
from our Cross to lay us in our grave. ‘‘ How 
sad!’’ I can imagine some of you thinking. 
‘‘Can it help me in life, to look forward to this 
hopeless end—crucifixion? I wanted to be told 
that my sorrows would soon pass away. I wanted 
to be promised that if I bore them patiently for a 
little time the sunlight of the world’s success and 
peace would stream in upon my life and I should 
have the self-conscious pride and satisfaction of 
sanctity without the endurance of the pains of 
crucifixion.’? And the world would agree with 
you in your thought; the world would say, 
“Surely it will not help any one to do their 
duty in life better to know that all life is cruci- 
fixion,—ends in crucifixion !’’ Ah, but life does not 
end in crucifixion. ‘This world is only our school ; 
this world is only, as it were, a few moments of 
the great life. We are told of our Blessed Lorp 
that ‘‘for the glory which was set before Him”’ 
He ‘‘endured the Cross, despising the shame, 
and is now set down at the right hand of the 
Throne of Gop.’’ And so Christianity does not 
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leave you merely to die upon your Cross. Chris- 
tianity points you to the glory of the world 
beyond ; and tells you that you must suffer with 
Him, and for Him, in order that you may reign 
with Him and in Him. Does it seem long, this 
life of suffering? Think of eternity! Long! 
Why, this life is like a little moment, less than a 
moment compared with eternity! ‘The world’s 
idea of religion is to make this earth a heaven. 
The Church’s idea of religion teaches us that 
this earth is the place of our exile. ‘‘ I beseech 
you,’’ says S. Peter, ‘‘ as strangers and pilgrims ;’’ 
or, as S. Paul reminds us, ‘‘our conversation 
[even now] is in heaven.’’ ‘This world is a vale 
of tears, this world is the Via Dolorosa that leads 
to Calvary, to ‘‘the place of a skull’’ which tells 
of death, of the emptiness of this life; but this 
world lasts only a little while, and the Church 
points onward along that new and living Way 
from the Mount of Olives to the right hand of 
Gop, and says to you, ‘“‘If you suffer with Him 
you shall also reign with Him.’’ Live for eter- 
nity! Live for the Kingdom of life and love! 
Live for Him Who died for you, and die for Him 
too! Live in the realization that the Cross is not 
the mere symbol of the Saviour Who died many 
years ago to take away your sins; but that it is 
the banner under which you must be marching 
through the world of this life, through the 
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enemy’s country, marching to the gates of heaven, 
to your true home ! 

‘They shall look on Him Whom they pierced,”’ 
say the words of Holy Writ. Aye, either zow or 
at the Day of Judgment! Let us zow so look 
upon Him Whom we pierced by our sins, by our 
sad neglect, that the sight may melt our stony 
hearts, may break them, that they may become 
“broken and contrite hearts,’’ and that when we 
look on Him at the Day of Judgment we may see 
in Him our Saviour and our King, and may hear 
from Him, ‘‘Come, ye blessed children of my 
FATHER, inherit the Kingdom prepared for you.”’ 
Let us so look on Him Whom we pierced ; and 
then gladly live the pierced, the crucified life for 
love of Him. For if we take the world’s view of 
life, in that Day of Judgment when the time of 
grace is past, when the day of opportunity is over, 
when the night has come in which no man can 
work—we shall have to look on Him Whom we 
pierced and then in our utter shame, in our eter- 
nal despair, we shall call on the rocks to fall on 
us, and on the hills to cover us. ‘The Passion of 
Jesus must be to us strength, comfort, joy now ; 
or it will be to us then confusion and condemna- 
tion. Lorp help us! Help me so to follow in the 
Way of Sorrows, so to follow in each act of Thy 
crucified Life, that through the grave and gate of 
death I may pass with Thee to that glorious life 
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where T‘hou livest and reignest with the FATHER 
and the Hoy Guost, Gop, for ever and ever! 


O Lorp Jesu CuHRIstT, Who in the weakness 
of Thy Humanity wast still Gop of gods and 
Lorp of lords, Who didst suffer each detail of the 
humiliation of Thy Passion as an example for 
us that we should follow in Thy steps of suffer- 
ing ; Grant us joyfully to take up our Cross and 
follow Thee in the Way of Sorrows, until we lay 
ourselves upon our Cross and it bears us in the 
crucified life; and grant us to be so fastened 
there, pierced by the nails of love for Thee, that 
we may die upon the Cross, and through the 
Cross win our Crown ; and that having suffered 
with Thee in this world of sin and woe, we may 
reign with Thee in that Kingdom of light and 
love where Thou dost await those who have 
accepted the redemption of Thy Precious Blood. 
Grant this, dear Lorp, Who livest and reignest 
with the FATHER and the Hoty Guost, Gop, 
world without end. Amen. 


MEDITATIONS ON THE PASSION. 
ae 


THE UPLIFTING OF THE CROSS OF OUR LORD 
JESUS CHRIST. 


RELUDE I. Contemplate our Lorp hang- 
ing upon the Cross, the multitude surging 
around, and gazing upon Him with different 

feelings, some with hatred, some with mockery, 
some with love and penitence ! 

Prelude II. O Lorp Jesu Curist, Who by 
the voice of Thy Church hast called us this Pas- 
siontide to come near to Thy Cross and to con- 
template the mysteries of Thine Uplifting ; Grant 
us grace, we pray Thee, that having gazed upon 
Thee in Thy Passion we may not go away and 
forget what we have seen, but may abide in the 
contemplation of that Passion, abide in that cruci- 
fied life to which Thou hast called us. Grant 
this, dear Lorp, Who livest and reignest with 
the Faruer and the Hoty Guost, Gop, world 
without end. Amen. 

Our Father, etc. 

8 113 
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We have reached the last of our Lenten Medi- 
tations on the Passion of our Blessed LorD. Next 
Friday we shall gather round the Cross to listen 
to His own words of love and teaching. To-day 
we come to contemplate the last scene in the great 
tragedy. We have followed it step by step—the 
Scourging, the Mocking, the Presentation to the 
people, the Crowning with thorns, the Cross- 
bearing, the Piercing ; and now we come to con- 
template the mystery of the Uplifting of the 
Cross. 


I. The Exaltation of the Cross! Our Blessed 
Lorp has been nailed to the Cross, the four 
Wounds have been made in His Hands and Feet, 
and now the cruel executioners together raise the 
Cross and drop it into the hole in the ground 
prepared to receive it, causing thereby fresh 
agony, causing a strain upon every muscle and 
nerve, and the Blood to flow afresh in streams 
from those four sacred Wounds! And so are 
fulfilled the words of the second chapter of the 
Book of Genesis, ‘‘A river went out of Eden to 
water the garden, and from thence it was parted 
and became into four heads.’’ A river watered 
that garden before man by his sin had separated 
himself from Gop, a river of water—but now 
rivers of Jlood must fertilize Gop’s Garden, and 
wash away the sin which is there and which hin- 
ders the growth of everything. And what is the 
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garden which the four Streams pouring from 
His pierced Hands and Feet water and fertilize 
with their marvellous and divine power? It is 
the garden, first, of His Church in this world; the 
Saints of Gop are the fruit which the garden 
produces ; and then secondly, and perhaps to me 
of more importance, the garden is my soul—my 
soul, which so freely produces the weeds of sin, 
my soul, into which I ask my Lorp to come in 
the Holy Communion ; and yet I leave the cruel 
stones there to cut and wound His tender Flesh ! 
And these streams of Blood, these rivers which 
come from the heart of JEsus and part into four 
heads from His Sacred Wounds in His Hands 
and Feet—for not yet had His Side been opened, 
there are only four as yet—they are to water the 
garden of my soul. Do I need anything else? 
Yes, one thing—that the HoLty GuHosT may 
breathe upon my soul, the Hoty Guost Who is 
the Lorp and the Life-Giver, the Quickener of 
all life. The Blood of Jesus may cleanse and 
fertilize the garden, but the Hoty Guost by 
His Breath must implant the seed, the life-giving 
principle. And so this Passiontide the Church 
calls me to the Cross, first that the Blood of 
my Blessed LorD may drop upon me, drop by 
drop, cleansing me from all sin, fertilizing my 
barren, sterile nature; and then that the HoLy 
Guost may breathe upon me with His life-giving 
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power. ‘Then, and not till then, may I say the 
prayer of the Bride in the Canticles : ‘‘ Awake, O 
north wind ; and come, thou south ; and blow upon 
my garden, and the spices thereof shall flow out. 
Let my Beloved come into His garden and eat of 
His pleasant fruits.’”? Awake, north wind, with 
thy chilling blast ; for the Hoty Guost is the 
Spirit of Penitence, it is His office to convince the 
world of sin ; and unless by His operation I realize 
what my sin is in Gon’s sight I never can rightly 
repent of it—nay, I never can know it as it really 
is. Awake, O north wind, with thy piercing 
gusts, blow upon my soul, that I may realize 
what my sin is and repent ; and then come, thou 
south wind, with thy gentle words of pardon and 
peace and breathe upon my soul that I may know 
my sin to be forgiven and washed away by the 
Blood of JEsus, and my soul cleansed in those four 
Rivers! ‘Then, and not till then, may I dare to 
say in my Easter Communion, ‘‘ Let my Beloved 
come into His garden and eat of His pleasant 
fruits.’ His garden, for the work is all His— 
His the Blood that cleansed, His the Spirit 
that quickened, His the fruits, the only fruits 
that I can ask Him to feed upon. And what are 
those fruits but the fruits of the Holy Cross? 
We read in that second chapter of Genesis how 
the one river was parted into four heads; one 
flowed through-Havilah and another through 
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Ethiopia and a third through Assyria, and the 
fourth was the river Euphrates. Havilah, the 
land ‘‘ where there is gold’’—gold, the emblem 
of love, telling of the possibilities of love in the 
human heart which has been cleansed by the 
Blood of JESus, which has been drawn by the 
marvellous, irresistible attraction of the love of 
Jesus to the Cross, which has been pierced by 
compassion for the sorrows of JEsus. Though 
our hearts may seem hard, dry and dead, they 
are the land of Havilah, ‘‘ where there is gold ; 
and the gold of that landis good.’”? What land? 
The land which is watered by the River which 
flows from the Heart of Jesus. The gold of 
other lands, the world’s love, is not good ; but the 
gold of the land which has known the fructifying 
power of this River, of the Stream of Love which 
flowed from the Heart of Jesus, ‘‘the gold of 
that land is good,’’ says the Word of Gop. 
The second river flowed through Ethiopia, the 
land of darkness; and if the human soul has 
in it splendid possibilities of love, what awful 
dangers too has it from the darkness of ig- 
norance and sin. But still the Blood flows 
through that land also, removing the sin; and 
with its marvellous illuminating power light- 
ening the darkness, so that the land of Ethiopia 
may be fertile as well as the land of Havilah. 


II. ‘‘IfI be lifted up,” said our LorpD on the 


” 
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eve of His Passion—‘‘I, if I be lifted up, will 
draw all men unto Me.’”’ ‘The Cross is the mag- 
net of souls. Oh, as you read the lives of the 
Saints and, perhaps, marvel at their immense 
treasures of love; remember they learned it all at 
the Cross. Can you find me amid the thousand 
Saints, named on the pages of the Church’s 
history, amid the glorious stars which shine in 
the firmament of this dark world,—the lives of 
Gop’s Saints—can you find me one that was not 
a penitent, can you show me one that did not 
find in the Cross all his faith, all his hope, the 
source of all his love? ‘‘I, if I be lifted up, will 
draw all men unto Me.’’ ‘The Cross is first of all 
the magnet of souls. Itis the loadstone moun- 
tain of the fable; that mountain which was com- 
posed of loadstone, so that every vessel which 
came within a certain distance of it was irresisti- 
bly drawn to it. The Cross is that loadstone 
mountain to every soul that has in it anything 
of the true steel of humanity ; when such a soul 
comes within sight of the Cross it is drawn irre- 
sistibly to it. In the fable men were drawn to 
their destruction; but here they are drawn to 
their happiness and their true life. Oh the won- 
derful attractive power of the Cross of Jesus fore- 
told in the book of the Prophet Hosea, ‘‘I will 
draw them with the bands of love,’’ and extolled 
in the words of S. Paul, ‘‘ The love of Curis con- 
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straineth us!’’ Oh the marvellous power of that 
attractive love all over the world to-day! This 
Passiontide the Cross is exercising its strange, 
fascinating power. ‘This Passiontide some souls 
are being drawn to it for the first time—some 
souls that in years gone by have looked upon 
the picture of the Crucifixion only as a scene of 
historic interest, a work of art of strange, dramatic 
power, but now they are learning that its power 
is its intense truth, that it is the magnet of ¢hezr 
souls, that their souls have found at last the harbor 
of refuge, beneath whose sheltering arms they are 
safe from the tyranny of the world. How many 
different temptations do we not experience, and 
yet in all temptation the Cross is the only refuge ! 
‘“'The shadow of a great rock in a weary land.’’ 
Who is not weary of battling with temptation ? 
Beneath the Cross there is rest; beneath the arms 
of the Holy Cross a refuge from temptation ? 
‘*Come,’’ says that Figure upon the Cross, ‘‘ come 
unto Me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden, 
and I will give you rest,’’ rest in My Arms, rest 
upon My Heart; rest—and the Precious Blood 
shall cleanse you ! 

III. But some have not merely temptation to 
strive against ; they are tied and bound with the 
chain of sin. ‘Temptation has done its work, and 
they have yielded and are crushed beneath the 
cruel tyranny of the bondage of sin. ‘* Come 





120 Meditations on the Passton. 





unto Me all ye that labor and are heavy laden, 
and I will give you rest’’ not only from tempta- 
tion, but from the tyranny of sin. Let but one 
drop of the Precious Blood from those Rivers in 
the Hands and Feet of Jesus touch the soul, and 
allitssinis gone! ‘Those chains of sin which bind 
and fetter and enslave you; those chains of sin 
against which for so many years you have strug- 
gled, alas! in vain; those chains of sin which 
seem so strong that you cannot break them, and 
your struggles against which in the past have only 
caused the iron to enter deeper into your flesh— 
your struggles in your own strength, your strug- 
gles with the aid of the world’s mockery of peni- 
tence; how strong they are, and you come to 
Jesus, and with one drop of the Precious Blood 
they fall off! How long they took to forge! 
How many years! How many were the acts 
of the besetting sin before the habit really 
became so strong that you could not break it! 
How were they forged? By your own passions, by 
your own weak will consenting, by Satan—shall 
I call him your friend, or direst foe ?—teaching 
you how to make the chain. You did not recog- 
nize him, and he came and made himself so agree- 
able to you, that you thought him a friend; but 
he was your bitterest foe! He taught you how 
to make those fetters so strong that no power in 
this world, no power of human strength, no force 
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of human will can ever break them! One drop 
of the Precious Blood and those fetters are shiv- 
ered, and hie back to the hell in which they were 
forged, and you are free! Yes, the Cross has its 
attraction not only for the tempted ; it is the sal- 
vation of those who have yielded to temptation 
and are the slaves of sin. 

And beside temptation and sin, there is trial 
and sorrow. Some of you may say to me, ‘‘ My 
Cross is not the seductive power of temptation, 
nor the heavy burden of sin—my Cross is trial, 
which I cannot even hope to get away from ; my 
Cross is sorrow—sorrow from which I never can 
be entirely free.’’ Come, then, to the Cross, ‘all 
ye that travail and are heavy laden, and I will 
give you rest’’—rest, not from the burden of 
the Cross, but through recognizing the Cross in the 
new light not only as a burden but as a prize and 
as a refreshment in the poignancy of your sorrow. 
The Cross sanctifies sorrow, and, without taking it 
away, changes it into a strange, wonderful joy. 
For the sorrow that is borne as a part of the sorrow 
of Jesus, while the tears may stream down our 
cheeks, while the heart may be broken and wrung 
with grief, has in it the elements of the truest 
joy this world can ever know. ‘‘ Your sorrow,”’ 
said Jesus, ‘‘ shall be turned into joy.’’ Just as 
when Moses cast the tree into the waters of Marah 
the bitter waters were sweetened ; so when you 
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come to the Cross of Jesus, the sorrows, without 
leaving you, are sweetened by the joy of suffer- 
ing with CHRIST. 

IV. Weare meditating upon the uplifting of the 
Cross, upon its exaltation. ‘There are two feasts 
of the Holy Cross inscribed upon the calendar of 
the English Prayer-Book : on the 3rd of May the 
Feast of the Invention, or finding of the Cross, and 
on the 14th of September the Feast of the Exalta- 
tion, or uplifting of the Cross. They commem- 
orate, as many of you know, two interesting and 
pathetic events in the history of the Christian 
Church. Whatever may be the historic value 
of the traditions connected with the events, the 
lessons taught by these two days are surely among 
the greatest and most precious in the Church’s 
year. ‘The Invention of the Cross commemorates 
the searching for and discovery of the true Cross 
by the Empress Helena in the year 326. Nine 
years afterwards a splendid church, the Church 
of the Resurrection at Jerusalem, was erected by 
command of the Emperor Constantine; and in 
this church the Cross which Helena had found was 
lifted up with appropriate ceremonies to its place. 
This is commemorated on the 14th of September. 
These are the events connected with the two festi- 
vals of the Holy Crossin the English Church. In 
the year 614, nearly three centuries later, as you 
will remember, the Persian King Chosroes II over- 
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threw the Christian rule in Jerusalem, took the 
city, and carried away the part of the Cross that 
had been placed in the Church of the Resurrec- 
tion. For fourteen years he retained it in his 
possession ; and then the Christian Emperor Her- 
aclius, having conquered the Persians, and won it 
back again, walked barefooted in a penitential 
procession to return it to its place in Jerusalem. 
This restoration of the Cross is also associated 
with the Feast of the Exaltation. Such is the 
history of these two feast-days of our Church. 
But what is their meaning? How many years 
have passed in our lives during which the Cross 
of CurRist has been forgotten as much as it 
was before the Empress Helena sought for it! 
How many years in our lives—years of the 
world’s prosperity, years of the world’s empty 
joy, when we thought of the Cross of our LorD 
only in the abstract! And then there came into 
our life the sorrow or the sin which drove us to 
seek the Cross ; owx Cross—for Gop has a special 
Cross for each one of us. Then came the mo- 
ment when we discovered what our Cross was ! 
But there was a lapse of nine years between the 
discovery of the Cross by S. Helena and the lift- 
ing up of it into its place in the Church of the 
Resurrection ; so too there is often a long period 
between the day when Gop reveals to us what the 
Cross in our life is to be, and the day when in 
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loving submission we lift it up to its place in our 
life, when we begin to carry it, not murmuring at 
every step, but realizing that it is the most pre- 
cious treasure of our whole life. This is the 
Feast of the Exaltation ! And how blessed if that 
ends the story of the Cross in our life! But alas, 
history tells us that three hundred years later the 
Cross was lost! It fell into the hands of the in- 
fidel, and was possessed by him, to the shame of 
the Christians, for fourteen years ; then came the 
great battle in which the infidel was overthrown, 
and the Cross won back ; then the procession of 
love and penitence in which Heraclius bore the 
Cross back to its place. Ah, if we have ever lost 
our Cross, lost our love for our Cross, perhaps 
this Passiontide may be the time when we are to 
imitate that Emperor ; and, fighting a better bat- 
tle than we have ever done before with our foes, 
(our own besetting, darling sins), and overthrow- 
ing them, the Cross is to be exalted once more to 
its true place in our life. 


V. Our Lorp was lifted up on the Cross that 
He might draw all men unto Him. Let us go 
near, drawn by its mystic power. And what do 
we see? We see gathered around the Cross a 
strange, motley group; a mob, well representing 
almost every class of persons which can be found 
in the world to-day. ‘The lanes and alleys of 
Jerusalem had contributed their contingent, the 
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scum of the great city, with the marks of sin 
upon their faces. But they were not all; there 
were the chief priests and scribes and elders, tell- 
ing of intellect and religion. There were the 
Roman soldiers, telling of civilization and politi- 
cal power. There were the weeping women, weak 
in strength and few in number, telling of the few 
in the world who really love CHRIST. 

Let us for a few moments examine these classes. 
With the exception of the women all are either 
blaspheming or mocking. The soldiers first. 
They are parting our Lorp’s garments. There 
were four soldiers, and they gave to every man a 
part, rending our Lorp’s garments thus into four 
parts, typifying the four quarters of the world. 
The soldiers themselves symbolized the different 
ages and schools of thought in the world which 
should appropriate a portion only of Christian 
truth, using it for worldly purposes, separation, 
division, and not for the glory of Curist. Of 
how little use is a part of a garment! Of how 
little use a fart of the Faith of Jesus Curis ! 
We see this in schism. Every schismatic body 
carries in triumph a part of the truth of Christi- 
anity ; and in proclaiming its special adherence 
to that part it too often rejects and denies the 
three other parts. Or perhaps it may be more 
helpful to us, who are not likely to be tempted to 
the guilt of schism, to consider this division of the 
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garments as the world-religion, with its part of our 
Lorp’s teaching which it flaunts before our eyes ; 
to this it professes intense devotion, though in its 
devotion to a part it virtually rejects the whole. 
There is, for instance, to-day (to confine our- 
selves to our own times), a class of persons claim- 
ing a part of our Lorp’s garment—philanthropy, 
the love of man. Our Lorp certainly dzd teach, 
‘Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself,’’ but 
He did not teach that this was ‘‘the first and 
great commandment.’ He said “Thou shalt 
love the Lorp thy Gop with all thy heart, and 
with all thy soul, and with all thy mind; this is 
the first and great commandment. And the sec- 
ond is like unto it, Thou shalt love thy neighbor 
as thyself’? A very large part of the so-called 
Christian world carries on the flag-pole of its 
progress the banner of philanthropy, the love of 
one’s neighbor separated from the love of Gop, 
and therefore as useless, as lifeless as the moon 
in an eclipse, when it does not reflect the light of 
the sun. If our love of our neighbor, our work 
for our neighbor, be not a reflection of our love 
of Gop, it is utter darkness ; for it is simply a 
natural virtue, beautiful in this world, but having 
no more power to help us to reach heaven than 
our natural feet have of enabling us to ascend to 
the throne which Gop has prepared for us there. 
Nature is of the world, worldly; beautiful, as 
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much in this world is beautiful, but under the 
curse of death, as in this dying world is every- 
thing which has not been quickened by the life 
of the Spirit. Or perhaps it is not philanthropy 
which another division of the world-religion car- 
ries as its standard, but morality—keeping the 
world’s laws, being honest and sober. The filthy 
rags of our own righteousness! Morality apart 
from godliness—the sanctity which the world can 
so easily gain by the help of its prince, the devil, 
who will carefully remove from the path of his 
followers anything which will upset their pride in 
their own eminent respectability! ‘‘ And yet,’’ 
they say, ‘‘ does not Christianity teach this? Did 
not CuRIstT say that one must be honest and pure 
and true?’’ Yes; because you love Gop—but 
for no other reason. Morality apart from CHRIST 
is, as the reformers well taught, but the filthy 
rags of our own self-righteousness. Rags, woven 
by the special help of the prince of this world, 
the devil. Or we may be marching even under 
the banner of orthodoxy, priding ourselves on 
the accuracy of our theological definitions, prid- 
ing ourselves on belonging to the true Church, 
and accepting, at least intellectually, all its teach- 
ings; but philanthropy, or morality, or even or- 
- thodoxy, a@fart from Curis, is like CHRIST’s 
garments which the soldiers divided into four 
parts—and so rendered worthless. ‘‘ Thou shalt 
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love the Lorp thy Gop with all thy heart, and 
with all thy soul, and with all thy mind; this 
is the first and great commandment.’’ ‘This 
is the life and truth of Christianity ; this is 
the beginning and the end of Curis‘’s teach- 
ing. Love Gop, and you will love your neighbor. 
Love Gop, and you cannot sin against morals. 
Love Gop, and you will be illuminated with the 
light of faith. Love Gop, and you have not the 
divided garments, but the whole vesture of our 
Lorv’s righteousness. 

But the seamless robe they did not divide; for 
this they cast lots. And what does the seamless 
robe represent but our Lorp’s Humanity, woven 
by the Hoty Guost out of the substance of the 
Blessed Virgin—that divine Nature which we 
put on in Baptism, for, ‘‘as many of you as have 
been baptized into Curist,’’ says S. Paul, ‘have 
put on Curist.’’ ‘The seamless robe is the sym- 
bol of charity, which cannot be divided and with- 
out which all we do is utterly worthless ; for S. 
Paul says, “‘ Though I speak with the tongues of 
men and of angels, and have not charity, I am 
become as sounding brass, or a tinkling cym- 
bal. . . . And though (in alms-giving) I 
bestow all my goods to feed the poor, and 
though I give my body to be burned (in my 
asceticism and mortification), and have not char- 
ity, it profiteth me nothing.” Put on the seam- 


- 


The Uplifting of the Cross. 129 








less robe of CHRist; claim not a part, but the 
whole of the garment of His Nature. You can 
have it by accepting not only the faith but the 
practice of His Mystical Body, the Holy Catholic 
Church. There are some who are marvellously 
orthodox in their acceptance of the fazth of the 
Church, but who are wonderfully lax in their 
practice of the teachings of the Church. What 
is needed is not merely the acceptance of the 
faith, the dogmatic faith of the Church, but the 
submitting your life as obedient children, to the 
teachings and discipline of the Church, living as 
our LorD, in the Sermon on the Mount, tells youa 
Christian must live. Otherwise you are but divid- 
ing the garments of CuristT; and the miserable 
part which has fallen to your lot, and of which 
you are so proud, will be only to your condemna- 
tion ; for it will not clothe you in that Day when 
you must be unclothed of all, except the spiritual 
garments of CHRIST which you have so appropri- 
ated as to have made them a part of your very self. 

And then there was the blasphemy of the 
people, the passers-by who were drawn together 
by curiosity, as is the great world now. It is un- 
doubtedly true that while we are living in an age 
which can scarcely by any stretch of the imagina- 
tion be called a very holy age, yet it is certainly 
an age in which people are taking an immense 
interest in religion. Everywhere throughout the 
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world interest in religion is reviving ; everybody is 
talking about religion, reading about it. We are 
‘ told of the multitude that they passed by “‘ wag- 
ging their heads.’’ The revolt of human reason 
—the head—against CHrist! The mockery 
of using that most glorious gift of Gop, by 
which men might know Him, to avozd knowing 
Him, using it to reject His revelation, using it to 
deny His truth, using it to defend their own ignor- 
ance! They wagged their heads! Religious curi- 
osity leads to the revolt of human reason when it 
is unenlightened by divine grace! The world-re- 
ligion is but a burlesque of Christianity, a parody 
of our Blessed Lorn’s Revelation! They wagged 
their heads, and they uttered the conclusion to 
which their human logic had led them ; and it is 
strangely true that it is the very conclusion to 
which the world has been led to-day. ‘They said 
' —what? ‘‘Come down from the Cross!’’ Come 
down from the Cross! Why, that is the world’s 
motto to-day. That is the conclusion of the 
world’s intellectual activity to-day in regard to 
Christianity. ‘‘Come down from the Cross!”’ 
The world does not understand that the Cross is 
our only salvation, and that to come down from the 
Cross in order to find the relief which the world 
can give is to be lost in utter hopelessness. Come 
down from the Cross! Why, it is in the Cross 
alone that I can find safety. Why then should I 
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come down? ‘“‘ Aye, but,’’ says the world, ‘‘ think 
of the pain of hanging there! Think of the humili- 
ation of being taunted by the passers-by! Think 
of the isolation and separation from the great 
stream of the world which goes by you, while 
you are hanging upon the Cross and all the 
rest of the world is trying to gratify itself; while 
you are accepting pain and suffering and all the 
rest are striving to drug their higher nature so 
that they may not feel the pain which is the 
penance of their sin, while all others are strug- 
gling to come down from the Cross!’’ Oh how 
marvellous is the prophecy of these words They 
wagged their heads! intellectual mockery! They 
had reached the conclusion which nine persons 
out of ten have reached in the present day—that 
the great idea and purpose of religion is to make 
life as easy and comfortable as possible, and to 
get away from the Cross! Ah! but Passiontide 
does not teach you that! There, between earth 
and heaven, standing in awful relief against the 
eternal skies, is the Form of JEsus on the Cross! 
They said, ‘‘Comedown !’’ but He did not come 
down! Whatdoes Hesay to you, child of Jesus? 
Does He say, ‘‘ My child, I did this for you that 
you might do nothing for me ; I bore this Cross 
for you that you might indulge the lusts of the 
flesh and the world and the devil to your heart’s 
content ?’’ Is this what He says? Nay ; He says, 
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‘“Come unto Me! Come up—not come down !”’ 
If we are His we shall not be content to stand 
and look at the Cross; we shall say, as He did 
in the prophecy in the Canticles, ‘‘I said, I will 
go up to the palm-tree ; I will take hold of the 
boughs thereof!’’ Oh be careful, dear children 
of Curist, lest the ‘‘I said’’ be a description 
of your Passiontide—‘“‘ 7 said, I will go up to the 
palm-tree,’’ but I did not do it! I said, as my 
Good Friday resolution, I will go up to the 
Cross, my Cross, CHRIST’s Cross, and in Easter- 
time I forgot my resolution! I listened to the 
world, which said, ‘‘ Come down,’’ and I came 
down and drank my fill of the pleasures of sin 
and self-will ! 

There was an ancient servant of Gop whose 
name is in the title of one of the shorter books 
of the Bible, I mean Nehemiah, who left his 
illustrious master the King of Persia, and gave 
up his important office as his cup-bearer, to 
go to poor, ruined Jerusalem to try to build up 
the walls thereof. He had many, many an ob- 
stacle to overcome; and we are told in the sixth 
chapter of his book that Sanballat and Geshem, 
his enemies, sent to try and tempt him to come 
away from Jerusalem. What was his answer? 
It was an answer which should be ours for life: 
‘“‘T am doing a great work, so that I cannot come 
down: why should the work cease, whilst I leave 
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it, and come down to you?”’ ‘‘I am doing,” he 
said, “‘a great work” ; I am building up the city 
of my Gop, “and I cannot come down: why 
should the work cease, whilst I leave itand come 
down to you?’’ And what are you doing? What 
is CHRIST calling you to do? He calls you to 
build up in your own nature the bulwarks of the 
city of Gop; to build up in this world one living 
stone which shall have its place for ever in the 
walls of Jerusalem above. When, therefore, the 
world sends its messengers to you at Eastertide, 
saying, ‘‘Come down from the Cross,’’ remem- 
ber that the Cross is the only tool with which 
you can build up that wall; even as the Cross 
is the only sword with which you can defend 
what you have built. In the fourth chapter of 
his book Nehemiah tells us that he made his 
laborers each one gird his sword by his side, and 
in one hand take the tool with which he worked 
erecting stone by stone the fortifications of Jeru- 
salem, and in the other hold his sword; and so 
when the enemy attacked those weak walls the 
tool was easily exchanged for the sword with 
which that foe was driven back. And so it 
must be with us through life; the Cross is the 
only tool with which we can build up the bul- 
warks of grace; and the Cross is the only sword 
with which we can conquer the foe who tries 
to break down what we have built. We must 
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reply, ‘‘I am doing a great work, so that I 
cannot come down: why should the work cease, 
whilst I leave it and come down to you?’’— 
miserable worldlings ! 

But not only did the multitude, representing 
the world at large, wag their heads and say, 
“Come down.”’ Worse still, the chief priests 
and the scribes and the elders, the leaders of re- 
ligion, came and mocked our Lorp. What did 
they say? ‘‘ He saved others, Himself He cannot 
save!’ ‘The conclusion which the world reached 
—‘‘ Come down from the Cross !’’—was absolute- 
ly false ; the conclusion which the chief priests 
reached—‘‘ He saved others ; Himself He cannot 
save ! ’’—was absolutely true.{ It is so often the case 
that the priests’ lips keep knowledge, bad as the 
priests themselves may be, and they utter prophe- 
cies which they do not themselves understand, 
as when Caiaphas said it was expedient that 
one man should die for the people.) ‘‘He saved 
others; Himself He cannot save!’’ said the 
priests in mockery ; but it was the truth! If He 
had saved Himself He could not have saved 
others. He gave Himself for the others—for 
you, my brethren. He saved others—He saved 
me, He saved you—but he could not save Him- 
self except by letting us be lost. This is not a 
truth that was of value only in those days, but 
like all truth it is ving in its power and efficacy ; 
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it is true to-day. / Just as the world’s intellectual 
conclusion is ‘‘ Come down from the Cross ;’’ so 
the world’s theological opinion of those who are 
truly CHRIst?’s is ‘‘ He saved others ; Himself he 
cannot save.’’ It istrue/ If you want to save 
yourself you cannot save anybody else. If you 
want to save yourself from pain, from sorrow, from 
the Cross, you can save yourself as far as this 
world is concerned, sometimes—not always; but 
you are powerless to do Gop’s work in the world, 
to save others. It has been said by spiritual writ- 
ers, over and over again, that no one ever came to 
Curis? alone, that no one ever went to heaven 
alone, that no one was ever saved without being 
Gop’s instrument for saving others; and so it is 
just in proportion.as you are willing to sacrifice 
yourself, as Jesus did, that you will have the 
power of leading others to CHRIsT. Oh, as we 
look at the Cross of our Lorn, we see that not 
only did He, when He was lifted up, draw all 
men unto Him, but just in proportion as we are 
lifted up on our Cross we too draw men to Him! 
/X do not think I have ever known any one to 
repent alone. They may come alone ; but they 
go back, and say to some other soul (perhaps 
not in words but in the power of the risen life), 
‘he Master is come, and calleth for thee!’’ 
Martha came first, and afterwards she brought 
Mary. It is the great joy of life to save souls, 
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and the law is the law of the Cross, the law which 
those priests uttered in mockery, but which was 
so true, ‘‘ He saved others ; Himself He cannot 
save.’’ Nay, we cannot save ourselves from any 
pain, any woe, any sacrifice, if we are going to 
do Gop’s work, to save others. If we say like 
Cain, ‘‘Am I my brother’s keeper ?’’ what care 
I for others?—then we shall lose ourselves too, 
and in trying to save ourselves we shall only 
die with the dying world. So the mob was 
wrong when it said intellectually that the end of 
Christianity was to come down from the Cross, to 
escape suffering; and the priests, bad as they 
were, were. right when they said, ‘‘ He saved 
others ; Himself He cannot save !”’ 

And then, lastly, there were the malefactors. 
At first they both seem to have railed upon Him 
and blasphemed, but afterwards one of them re- 
pented while the other continued his mockery 
and bitter railing. And who are the two thieves? 
If the mod with its intellectual conclusion, 
“Come down from the Cross,’’ represents the 
world at large, and the Arviests with their theo- 
logical truth, ‘‘ He saved others; Himself He 
cannot save,’’ represent the religious world that 
does not come to CHRIS’, but only points others 
to Him; the malefactors represent you and me. 
We at one time were like them, railing upon 
CHRIST, by our sins—possibly by our very re- 
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bellion against the sufferings which our sins had 
necessarily brought upon us; and afterwards, 
some of us, awaking to the fact that we had but 
received the due reward of our deeds, turned 
to our Lorp and said in hesitating, humble, 
fearful penitence, ‘‘Lorp, remember me when 
Thou comest into Thy Kingdom,’ and heard— 
oh, marvellous reply! better than we hoped 
or thought or could even have desired — not 
““ when I come into My Kingdom,”’’ but ‘‘’T'o-Day 
shalt thou be with Me in Paradise!’’ ‘Those 
who come like the penitent thief in humble con- 
trition receive not a future assurance that at the 
Day of Judgment they will be pardoned, but they 
hear the words of Curist through the ministry 
of the Church, ‘‘ By His authority, committed unto 
me, I absolve thee from all thy sins.”” ‘‘ Zo-day”’ 
thou art ‘‘in Paradise!’’ What is Paradise? 
‘“To-day shalt thou be wth Me in Paradise.’’ 
Paradise is where CHRIST is ; to bein Paradise is to 
be with Him. ‘There can be no Paradise without 
Him; Purgatory there may be, but no Paradise, 
where He is not. And so contrition which leads 
to Penance and Absolution, leads us to be not 
only with Curist but in CHRIST, in grace, in 
love. Weare the malefactors. We must either 
identify ourselves with CurisT through penitence; 
or we must identify ourselves with Satan through 
impenitence. One repented; the other scoffed, 
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and died rebelling against Gop’s dealings with 
him. Oh, dear brethren, believe me, these are not 
merely the thoughts of a vivid and rhetorical — 
imagination, but the plain facts of every-day life. 
There are numbers belonging to the Church, feed- 
ing (trying to feed, or pretending to feed) upon 
CurRIs?’s Body in the Holy Communion, who 
are rebelling against Gop in their lives. They 
say, ‘‘Gop is dealing very hardly with me, very 
unjustly, very cruelly.’”’ They mean, although 
they do not say it, ‘‘I hate Gop!”’ They are like 
the malefactor who died blaspheming. Others 
bear their Cross patiently, and say humbly and 
lovingly, ‘‘We receive the due reward,’’ and 
look up to their Lorp, asking only for remem- 
brance some day when He comes into His King- 
dom. ‘To them, if they care to come, our LorD 
sends the message, ‘‘ 7o-day’’—not at the tribu- 
nal of justice, but in that of mercy—‘' To-day 
shalt thou be with Me in Paradise.’’ 

Time fails for the contemplation of that which 
is endless, infinite—the Passion of our Lorn. 
We must now bring to a close our meditations on 
the Passion. Let me therefore end by reminding 
you of those words which He spake by the 
mouth of His Prophet Jeremiah, those words 
which come, as it were, from the Cross, ‘“‘Is it 
nothing to you, all ye that pass by? Behold, 
and see if there be any sorrow like unto My sor- 
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row!’ Is it nothing to you? Will you pass 
Him by this Passiontide—as you did last Passion- 
tide—as you have been doing, perhaps for years, 
it may be all through your life, leaving to Him 
all the pain, all the shame, and taking to your- 
self all the pleasure and indulging your own self- 
will? ‘‘Isit nothing to you?’’ He asks. You 
are come as the mob came, you are come as the 
holy women came, to see that wondrous scene, 
the lifting up of the Cross. It draws all men to 
CHRIST, not only those who love Him, but others 
also. Will you reach the conclusion that the 
world did, that the best thing to do is to come 
down from the Cross as soon as possible—as soon 
as Lent is over, to come down from the Cross and 
have your own will, your own pleasure, until 
next Passiontide? That would be to pass Him 
by. Or will you come as the penitent thief did, 
and humbly confessing your sins, and that by 
your sins you have deserved all the pains you 
have received and far more—say, ‘‘Lorp, re- 
member me when Thou comest into Thy King- 
dom’’? And if so—which would you rather do 
—wait until the Day of Judgment to know 
whether or not you have been heard; or will 
you hear at once in the Sacrament of Penance the 
answer, ‘‘ Thy sins are forgiven thee’’—“‘ ¢o-day 
shalt thou be with Me in Paradise’? Ah, we 
cannot make a heaven of this world of sin; we 
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would not if we could, for then we might come 
to love the world too well, and to need no other 
heaven ; but with all the storms of sin and temp- 
tation around us, with all the burden of the 
Cross upon us, we can have within us Paradise, 
for we can have within us CHRIST. 


O Lorp JEsu CHRIST, our Master, our LORD, 
our King, our All, Who for love of us didst bear 
Thy Cross and Passion, and wast lifted up that 
Thou mightest draw us to Thee by the cords of 
love ; dear Lorn, not only draw us to Thee, but 
bind us to Thee by those same cords of love; nail 
us to the Cross by the sorrows and pains of our life, 
so that we may not be able to come down even if 
we would, and then grant that we may never will 
tocome down. By the Light of the Hoty Spirit 
show us the great work that we have to do on our 
Cross, and help us to reply to all the world’s in- 
vitations and taunts, ‘“‘I am doing a great work, 
so that I cannot come down.’’ And so, dear 
Lorp, let us labor on in the work of penitence 
and crucifixion, until they take down our bodies 
as they took down Thine, and lay them in the 
grave to await the joyful Resurrection unto eter- 
nal life in that Kingdom of Thy love where we 
shall reign with Thee, and in Thee. Grant this, 
dear Lorp, Who livest and reignest with the 
FATHER and the Hoty GuHost, Gop world with- 
out end. Amen. 


THE THREE HOURS’ AGONY 
OF 


OUR LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


INTRODUCTORY ADDRESS. 


\ ,' JE are assembled once more round the 

death-bed of our Lorp and Master, our 

Gop. Like the sons of Jacob, in Egypt 
the land of their exile, we gather round our 
FATHER’s bedside, we hear His last words of love 
and counsel, and receive from Him the precious 
legacy of His Cross. We read in the forty-eighth 
chapter of Genesis: ‘“‘Israel said unto Joseph, 
Behold, I die: but Gop shall be with you, and 
bring you again unto the land of your fathers.’’ 
Let us begin our Meditations to-day with this 
text in our minds as the leading thought. Our 
Lorp, Whose Life we have been following with 
more or less earnestness since Christmas, our 
Lorp, Whose Life is now drawing to a close, 
says to us, ‘‘ Behold, I die: but Gop shall be 
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with you.’ Aye, He dies that Gop may be with 
us ; for if He had not died we should have been 
alone in our land of exile, alone with our sin ; 
and Gop would have been very far off. 

‘‘ Behold, I die: but Gop shall be with you”’ 
—always! ‘‘Lo, I am with you alway, even 
unto the end of the world.’’ We were made for 
Gop, as well as made by Gop. ‘There is not a 
faculty of our nature that does not bear witness to 
the handiwork of Gop. ‘The intellect, which 
craves to know, the heart, which craves to love, 
every part of our nature is without explanation 
when it is separated from Gop. Sin came into 
the world, and separated us from Gop ; and Gop 
had to die upon the Cross to take away that sin, 
that once more it might be true that Gop should 
be with us. Wewere made for Gop. How often 
in our really thoughtful moments the question 
must arise in our hearts, and demand an answer : 
‘“Why was I made? What is the true end of my 
life, the purpose for which I was put into this 
world of temptation? Was it to go with the 
current, to drift along with the world, to give 
way to every passing impulse of sin? Or was it 
not rather to battle against sin, to conquer sin, 
to look up to the Cross of JEsus and see there the 
pattern of my life, in One Whose Life was a life 
of sorrow, and yet of victory, a life of love and 
self-sacrifice, the ideal life of the man who is one 
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with Gop? And is not the true end of my life to 
follow JESUS in those very things, by fighting 
against sin, and for love of Him making a sacri- 
fice of my wrong affections, and striving to live 
the life of union with Him ?”’ 

“* Behold, I die: but Gop shall be with you.”’ 
But this is not all—‘‘and bring you again unto 
the land of your fathers.’’ These words were 
spoken by Jacob in the land of exile, in Egypt ; 
and the Words from the Cross were spoken in the 
land of exile, in the dark Egypt of this world of 
sin. Our Lorp, pointing to that World which is 
indeed the land of our fathers, the land which our 
first father forfeited by his sin, promised that 
through His Cross and Passion and because of 
His Death, not only Gop should be with us, but 
Gop should lead us thither. ‘‘O send out Thy 
Light and Thy Truth, that they may lead me, 
and bring me unto Thy holy hill, and to Thy 
dwelling.’’ ‘This was our Christmas Day prayer, 
and here is the answer! Our Lorp, Who on 
Christmas Day came into the world to be its 
Light ; Who said, ‘‘I am the Light of the world: 
he that followeth Me shall not walk in darkness, 
but shall have the Light of Life;” Who said 
also, ‘‘I am the Truth,” for, ‘“I am the Way, 
the Truth, and the Life’’—our Lorp, then, Who 
is our Light and our Truth, has led us and 
brought us to His holy hill, to Calvary; has 
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brought us thus far on our journey that we may 
learn of Him, in these last Words of counsel ; and 
after Easter, He will lead us through His Ascen- 
sion, to His Dwelling. ‘Through many a sorrow, 
through many a battlefield, with the hail of temp- 
tation all round me, He, my Light and my Truth, 
will lead me onward and upward to the land of 
my fathers; to that land where I shall see my 
King, Whom to-day I behold reigning from the 
Cross with His Visage more marred than any 
man—see Him in His Beauty, in that ‘‘land 
which is very far off.’’ 

The Words of our Blessed Lorp from the Cross 
are quite inexhaustible, we may take them in so 
many different ways. Several times from this 
pulpit I have taken them already—as the laws of 
penitence, as sermons against the seven deadly 
sins, as the preparation for death. ‘To-day let us 
take them in perhaps a simpler way, as teaching 
us some of the practical, plain lessons of every- 
day life ; lessons which we shall have an opportu- 
nity of practising, not in occasional temptations, 
but in the routine of common life. 


THE FIRST WORD. 


“FATHER, FORGIVE THEM; FOR THEY KNOW 
NOT WHAT THEY DO.” ‘St. Luke xxtit., 34. 


ESUS our Love is crucified! The first Word 
from the Cross, ‘‘ Father, forgive them ; for 
they know not what they do,’’ was spoken 

just after the act of crucifixion was accomplished. 
Our Blessed Lorn had been ‘‘led as a Lamb to the 
slaughter.’”’ The prophecy uttered by Abraham so 
many, many centuries before, ‘‘Gop will provide 
Himself a Lamb,’’ had been fulfilled. ~<Abraham 
had laid the wood in order, and bound toit his son 
Isaac, bound him with cords to the altar; but the 
cruel executioners on Calvary nailed their Gop— 
Gop’s Son—not merely bound Him, but nailed 
Him with cruel nails to the Altar of the Holy 
Cross. And not content with this, they lifted up 
the Cross between earth and heaven and dropped 
it into the resting-place prepared for it in the 
ground, causing a wrench to every muscle and 
nerve! Pain is most acute, I believe, at its com- 
mencement ; after it has continued for some time 
the sensibilities of the sufferer in some measure 
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at least become dulled; this therefore was per- 
haps the moment of the intensest physical pain 
of our Lorp. The Hands had been laid upon 
the wood and the nails driven through the palms, 
the Feet being treated in the same way ; then 
came the wrench, when the whole weight of the 
Body rested upon them ; and then, when the pain 
was most acute—when it would seem almost im- 
possible to have maintained ‘silence—our LORD 
opened His Lips, not to complain, but to say, 
‘‘FaTHER, forgive them; for they know not 
what they do!”’ 

All our Lorp’s Words on the Cross were words 
of love; all His thoughts on the Cross were 
thoughts of love. How immensely full of teach- 
ing is this Word; but I desire to-day to confine 
its teaching to one simple lesson—the lesson of 
SELF-CONTROL. 

I. How wonderfully our Lorp teaches us self- 
control by these words! Had He been silent, as 
some Stoic might have been silent, even in the 
acutest pain—had He been silent, as some red In- 
dian has been silent under the torture of his foes, 
it would not have been a lesson half so great as 
being able to speak, and to speak with calmness ! 
Thus though self-control is great when we are 
able to take heed to our ways, (by silence), that 
we offend not with our tongue, yet self-control is 
greater when we speak, and speak in love and in 
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the power of self-restraint. How many of our 
sins we may trace back to want of self-control ! 
Not only that great and almost universal sin of 
anger, but there are scarcely any sins in our life 
which we cannot ultimately trace back to the 
want of self-control. Oh, if I could have held my- 
self in hand, if I could have restrained myself for a 
few moments, until I got over that impulse to sin, 
then there would not have been that which, though 
Gop’s Blood has washed away the guilt, my mem- 
ory can never forget ! Wantof self-control! The 
angry word, the bitter reproach—perhaps the 
angry blow; or, on the other hand, worse still, 
the yielding to the passions of my lower nature in 
the moment of temptation! I could not hold 
myself in hand—I had not learned the lesson 
of self-control, and so I yielded and defiled my 
body, stained my memory, and polluted my soul 
with that sin ! 

Self-control—perhaps the greatest factor in a 
holy life ; one which we find in all the Saints. 
We see them tempted—sinned against—wronged 
—injured, and yet able to answer calmly. 

II. And then think how much misery, not only 
to ourselves but to others, our want of self-control 
has caused! ‘The impatient word—the irritable 
remark—the sarcasm, cutting (as the word itself 
means) into the flesh like a lash—if I had only 
had self-control I should not have said it! Yes, 
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we are like some splendid and intricate piece of 
machinery, able to accomplish enormous results. 
Yet our want of self-control makes us like that 
piece of machinery when some crank or pin has 
snapped, and the broken limb goes whirling 
round with all the force it had before, but, be- 
cause it is out of harmony with the rest of the 
machine, bringing destruction now to everything 
within itsreach ! Self-control enables the splendid 
mechanism of our nature to accomplish the results 
which its Maker intended, without doing injury to 
any one. 


III. And then again, self-control enables us to 
be perfectly just to others. I do not imagine 
that we any of us realize how unjust we often are 
to others. We think others are unjust to us, 
we are always complaining of it, and yet in our 
words, or at least in our thoughts, how unjust 
we are to them! We do not know all the 
facts of a matter, and yet we form our judgment 
on it! Our Lorp said, ‘‘ Judge not, that ye be 
not judged,’’ and we go on judging—‘‘ Condemn 
not, that ye be not condemned,” and we go on 
condemning, condemning on the most superficial 
and incomplete evidence ; condemning bitterly, 
when we do not know the motive; assuming 
that the motive is bad, when perhaps it is not! 
Now, how did our Lorp pass judgment? His 
self-control was perfect, He said not only, ‘‘ Fa- 
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THER, forgive them ;’’ but He based His prayer 
on a principle of justice, ‘‘ for they know not what 
they do’’—they are doing it inignorance. Self- 
control will often enable us to feel much less 
bitterly the wrong that is done us, if we say 
‘“They know not what they do! They did it 
in ignorance! ‘They did not know how that speech 
would cut me, how it would wound me! They 
did not realize it; or if they did, they did not 
know, as I do, how wrong it is to sin against 
Christian love and charity !’’ Self-control, then, 
has this further power, that it makes us just in 
our judgments; just, and more still—merciful. 
That harsh judgment—those cruel, cutting, bit- 
ter words—they come from a nature which has 
never learned self-control. 

IV. But Ican fancy that you might say to me, 
‘*T feel fully the importance of self-control ; I real- 
ize entirely the truth of what you say, but can you 
not tell me how to gain self-control?’’ Ah, it is 
a difficult thing to gain. You cannot win it, dear 
brother, in one day or in one battle, and you need 
to have a spirit to prompt you in your struggle 
for it—the spirit of love. If you love Gop you 
will not feel what the world feels about those who 
injure you. If you love Gop you cannot hate 
your fellow-man. You must have first, the spirit 
of love and then there must be a great many 
acts of self-restraint. I read a passage the other 
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day which I cannot quote exactly, but I think I 
can give you the thought, which was this: that 
just as our physical nature grows so gradually from 
childhood to manhood that we cannot in any mo- 
ment or hour or day, perhaps, detect any growth 
at all—just as we rise in the morning as children, 
and eat and drink and go through the day’s rou- 
tine, and then sleep, and yet find each year that 
we have grown somewhat—-so is it in our charac- 
ter. Growth in character is not accomplished by 
one great effort, or by one great victory ; growth 
in character is accomplished by a steady, every- 
day effort in a certain direction. As the bad habits 
of our life, the chains which bind us, are made up 
of myriads of separate acts of sin which go to form 
the habit, myriads of thoughts of self, of little 
acts of selfishness, of impulsive, angry speeches, 
which have gradually, link by link, forged the 
chain of habit which we find so hard to break ; so 
the opposite habit of self-control has to be made 
up of an immense number of little acts of self- 
denial. Begin to-day ; persevere all this year; 
and when, please Gop, you come into this or 
some other Church next Good Friday, you will, 
I hope, be able to say that you have grown in 
self-control. 

Begin with thoughts. Do not allow those tem- 
pests of bitter thoughts to sweep uncontrolled 
through your mind. Stop them! You say, “I 
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cannot control my thoughts.’’ My dear brother, 
you caz control your thoughts. When you say 
you cannot, you mean you do not want the pain 
and trouble of constantly doing so. And then, in 
your words, try to get into the habit of realizing 
that Gop is present and hears you. Speak recol- 
lectedly, slowly ; even when you want to speak 
practise silence sometimes for the sake of getting 
self-control, especially when you are in the pres- 
ence of those into whose sympathetic ear you 
have been in the habit of pouring complaints, 
or talking about yourself. Practise silence. Take 
certain hours of the day, for instance, and prac- 
tise silence, except when there is absolute neces- 
sity for speech. And then in your actions, try to 
be restrained even in your bodily gestures. So, 
by a number of acts of self-denial, you will gain 
that virtue which has such a wide-reaching influ- 
ence in life ; which will often save you from sin, 
and others from suffering. 

Surely this is what our LorD means when He 
says, ‘‘If any man will come after Me, let him 
deny himself, and take up his Cross daily, and 
follow Me.’’ Not daily some gveat act of self- 
denial, but daily the mortification of our inordi- 
nate passions of every description—the passion of 
anger, or of envy, or of ill-regulated affection, or 
whatever it may be,—continually restraining it, 
until at last you find that like a well broken steed 
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your lower nature obeys at once your higher 
will. 

‘““RatuHER forgive them; for they know not 
what they do.’”’ The Word that was the ex- 
pression of infinite love, infinite pity, absolute 
self-control! ‘‘’They know not what they do”’’ 
—perfect justice, tempered with greatest mercy ! 
The first lesson in daily life is not to give way to 
our impulses, not to say, ‘“‘I am naturally so 
excitable that I cannot help this.’’ If there is 
one of you here who is naturally of an impulsive 
disposition, you are the very person who needs 
to begin at once to learn the virtue of self-control. 
And then, let me remind you that you will never 
acquire self-control unless you go day by day to 
the Cross and strive to learn there how JEsuS 
practised self-control; and pray, that by the 
merits of His Cross and Passion He will help you 
to follow His example. Let us kneel now and 
ask Him Who died for us, to teach us this lesson 
from His First Word of love upon the Cross, ask 
Him to give us grace to wish to make this reso- 
lution—and with it the power to keep it—that 
this year we will constantly strive to gain self- 
control. 


THE SECOND WORD. 


““ VERILY I SAY UNTO THEE, TO-DAY SHALT THOU 
BE WITH ME IN PARADISE.’’— St. Luke 
: LKMU1., 43. 

OME time appears to have elapsed between 
the First and Second Words of our Lorp 
upon the Cross. For we are distinctly told 

that at first not only the mob and the priests and 
the soldiers mocked and jeered at our Blessed 
Lorp, but that the two malefactors who were 
crucified with Him joined in their blasphemies. 
Time therefore had passed—time sufficient for the 
conversion of a soul ! 

I. How marvellous a thing is the conversion of 
asoul! Some of us perhaps can look back to an 
event in our life when, like a lightning-flash in 
some dark night, Gon’s light not only showed us 
our sins, as we had never seen them before, but 
also the glorious possibilities of a life spent in His 
service. ‘Though it took a long time after this to 
accomplish the full conversion ; yet that was the 
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moment when like a lightning-flash we were 
turned to Gop. And so in these moments on 
the Cross—they could not have been many—one 
of those thieves, (Dismas, tradition tells us, was 
his name, ) was converted from a blasphemer into 
a true penitent. 

i. The truth ofshis penitence may be gauged by 
the humility of his confession. He said to his 
companion, ‘‘ We receive the due reward of our 
deeds, but this Man hath done nothing amiss.’’ 
One of the great signs of penitence is a perfect 
readiness to bear the penance of our sin. One of 
the signs of impenitence or imperfect penitence is 
blaming Gop for the troubles of our life, instead 
of saying, ‘‘ We receive the due reward of our 
deeds.’”? And then the other side of penitence 
which the thief showed was that humble confes- 
sion, ‘‘LorD, remember me!’’ He did not even 
venture to ask for pardon. We know better than 
he not only the love and mercy, but the promise 
of our Blessed Lorp through His Church ; the 
thief however only ventured to ask for a remem- 
brance! ‘‘Lorp, remember me!’’ Remember 
what? Surely, [had he not better have said, 
““Lorp, forget me when Thou comest into Thy 
Kingdom, for if Thou remember me, in the light 
of that glorious Kingdom, what wilt Thou re- 
member but a life of sin? Me! WhatamI? I 
am the result of all that has gone before in my 
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life, and if Thou remember me, Thou wilt re- 
member a life of violence and sin!’’ ‘The world 
wants to forget its sins. The world has its sacra- 
ment of penitence which is the sacrament of ob/iv- 
zon. ‘The world says, ‘‘ When you are burdened 
with a sense of sin, plunge into excitement and 
try to forget it!’’ Gob says—the Church says— 
the penitent soul says, ‘‘Lorp, remember! Re- 
member, that Thou mayest forgive !’’ {/ Ah, we 
must remember our sins, that we may confess 
them and that they may be forgiven ! 

ii. We think, perhaps, even now, with all our 
greater light, as that poor thief thought, of some 
far-off remembrance — ‘‘ Lorp, remember me 
when Thou comest into Thy Kingdom /”’ And 
our LorpD answered then, as He answers now, 
‘To-day. What thou askest can be thine to-day. 
Thou canst exchange the hell of sin in which 
thou hast been living, for the brightness of the 
joy of Paradise to-day, if thou wilt repent.’” The 
pardon of the Precious Blood is not a promise of 
something in the far future. The remission of 
sin in Gop’s Church is not something that we are 
to find out about in the Day of Judgment, and 
find out then, perhaps, that we have made a mis- 
take about it. If we are penitent we receive 
‘“while it is called to-day,’ that which JEsuS 
loves to give us. ‘To-day, if we come in humble 
penitence and true confession, we may have that 
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Absolution which brings us at once into the 
Paradise of union with Gop. 

They had been hanging there, those two male- 
factors and our dear Lorp. ‘The two thieves, 
who had not learned self-control, were blas- 
pheming ; our Lorp in love enduring ; offering 
His sufferings for us, offering His sufferings that 
we might have something of infinite value with 
which to offer our little sufferings in life—and 
His words of patience and love have fallen upon 
the ears of Dismas. ‘‘ Father, forgive them ! 
Why, if He could pray for forgiveness for those 
who have wickedly crucified Him, surely He 
may forgiveeven me!’’ And so hesaid, ‘‘ Lorn, 
remember me—all my sins! Thou knowest them 
all! Remember me in the far-off future, when 
Thou comest into Thy Kingdom!’’? And our 
Lorp said, Nay, To-pAy shalt thou be with Me 
in Paradise ! 

iii. And yet our Lorn did not remove from him 
one whit of his sufferings. He did not by some 
magic charm take away the pain that the thief 
was enduring. He had to bear the penance of 
sin ; forgiveness does not mean taking away pun- 
ishment ; and those who are penitent do not wish 
to have their punishment taken away. ‘They say, 
‘LORD, punish me; for I know that it is neces- 
sary to the complete restoration of my soul.’”’ The 
thief bore the pain and agony of crucifixion until 
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he died, but he had at that very moment what 
made the pain the sweetest of joys—the full assur- 
ance of pardon, and that his light affliction which 
was but for a moment, should have as its eternal 
result the joy of being with Curis’ in Paradise ! 

II. But we are considering the Words of our 
Lorp as lessons which we can practise in our 
every-day life. What, then, is the lesson which 
this Word contains for us? The lesson taught by 
the thief, of course, is that of penitence; but 
besides that, the lesson which I would have you 
learn from the words of our Lorp, the special 
lesson which you can practise every day in your 
life, is GENEROSITY. 

i. The most universal sin, the root, as has been 
said, of every sin, the root from which the Seven 
Root Sins, as they are called, spring, is selfishness 
—love of possessing, love of having as our own, 
love of having our own way ; and the effect of 
selfishness is seen chiefly in that part of our nature 
which we call the soul. ‘The effect of selfishness 
is not so much upon our body and spirit—though 
indirectly it does touch these—but it dwarfs and 
seems to wither up the soul. Just as sometimes 
you see a man with an arm or leg so withered and 
shrivelled up that it is both useless and painful 
to look upon, so there are many with all their 
physical and mental powers intact, whose souls 
by selfishness have been contracted and narrowed 
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until they are shrivelled up like that withered 
limb. Selfishness is the great danger of the 
soul ; and the remedy is generosity. 

Why is the soulso selfish? Itis because Gop, 
when He created the soul of man, implanted in it 
a strange passion which is by far the intensest 
power of the soul ; and Gop gave it to the soul to 
be the source and cause of its happiness in eter- 
nity—the passion, the desire to possess. When 
man by sin jarred as it were his whole nature, 
this very desire to possess, to have something for 
his own, became man’s most dangerous tempta- 
tion. ‘The strange absorbing desire, with which 
Gop has endowed the soul, to possess something 
for its own, is especially seen in the manifestation 
of the great power of love, which is the most beau- 
tiful, the most holy forcein this world. Thelove 
of a man and a woman consummated in Holy 
Matrimony is the desire of each to have the other, 
and of each to give himself or herself to the other. 
In its highest sense Gop gave this passion to man 
that man might desire with every instinct of his 
nature to possess Gop. Before the Fall this crav- 
ing was perfectly satisfied in Adam and Eve in 
Eden, in the possession of Gop. Since the Fall 
it has been satisfied either by the possession of 
Gop partially in this world and the waiting to 
possess Him wholly in the world to come; or 
else, like the hunger of the Prodigal Son, it has 
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been blunted in this world by the husks which 
the swine eat — popularity, influence, power, 
money, and what not. And as the husks with 
which the Prodigal ‘‘ would fain have filled his 
belly,’’ while they might sustain life in the lower 
animals, could not do soin a human being, except 
in the most limited degree, because they contained 
almost nothing of the nourishment which a man 
needs ; so the striving of the human soul to satisfy 
itself with the possession of the creatures of this 
world causes the soul to shrivel up and to lose 
the power which ought to be its joy both in this 
world and in the world to come—the power of 
loving Gop. ‘Take for instance the character of 
a miser. Can you associate with the thought 
of a miser, any conception of love other than the 
love of money and the love of himself? Let some 
one say of a man or woman, ‘“‘ He, or she, is a 
miser,’’ and what does that suggest to you? It 
brings up a picture of one who has concentrated 
almost every gift and power of his nature in the 
absorbing pursuit of what is of no use to him! 
He lives a life of self-denial which would have 
made him a saint if he had lived it for Gop ; and 
all that he may count over so many more pieces of 
money ! The world calls him, rightly, a ‘‘ miser.”’ 
What is a miser? Itisa Latin word which means 
‘a wretched one.’’ We have it in our word 
‘“‘ miserable.” In its Greek form we find it in 
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the Epistle to the Church of Laodicea, where our 
Lorp, from His throne in Heaven, says, ‘‘ Thou 
sayest, I am rich, and increased with goods, and 
have need of nothing ; and knowest not that thou 
art the wretched one.”’ 

ii. Now generosity is the remedy for this. Gen- 
erosity is gladly to use our gifts, our opportunities, 
our influence, our sympathy, as well as our money ; 
to use them all as Gop’sstewards. Every one of 
these things is given me for a purpose, either to 
invest in some worldly venture which will give 
me a great deal of anxiety as it rises and falls in 
value, and which when I die I can never enjoy 
in any way whatever ; or to invest in Gop’s ser- 
vice in the treasure of Heaven, to be mine for 
eternity. ‘‘Inasmuch as ye have done it unto 
one of the least of these my brethren, ye have 
done it unto Me.’’ The sympathy which you 
give to people, the use of your opportunity to 
speak a word for Gop, the use of your influence 
toset an example of living for Gop, the use of 
your money to relieve suffering and to spread 
the Gospel of Jesus Curist—these are some of 
the ways of practising generosity. ‘There comes 
into my mind the story of one whose name was 
Barnabas, whose festival we keep on the 11th of 
June each year in the Christian Church, of whom 
we are told that, ‘‘ having land, he sold it, and 
brought the money, and laid it at the Apostles’ 
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feet.” That was his investment. Nearly two 
thousand years have passed, and that investment 
has gone on bringing him eternal interest. ‘There 
have been many since then who, having land, 
have sold it and invested the money, and in that 
investment have lost it not only in this world but °* 
lost it for all eternity. 

Generosity is the lesson of the Second Word 
from the Cross. Our Lorp has won by His 
Cross and Passion His Kingdom, and He in- 
stantly shares it with a poor, wretched thief! 
You say, “I want my money for myself; I 
earned it, and I have a right to it.’’ CHRistT 
says, ““I have trodden the winepress alone, and 
of the people there was none with Me.” He 
won it alone, and at the instant that it was His 
—even before He entered into possession of it 
—He shared it with a wretched robber who a few 
minutes before had been reviling Him! What a 
lesson in generosity ! Do you care for your own 
soul? Do you think that you are put in this 
world to save your soul—that it is efernal? ‘Then 
remember always that you have a soul, as well as 
a body and a spirit, and that the chief danger of 
the soul is, through selfishness and love of crea- 
tures, that it may contract and contract until it is 
withered up; while the remedy is to give and to 
keep on giving, to use what Gop has given you 
to His glory, so that the capacity of your soul 
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may be developed in loving and possessing Gop, 
as Gop intended it to be developed by the 
discipline of life on earth. If you want to con- 
quer selfishness, to escape that charge which 
our Lorp made from His Throne in Heaven 
* against Laodicea, ‘‘’Thou knowest not that thou 
art the wretched one!’’ then learn from this 
Second Word of Jesus CuRIst upon the Cross, 
—learn to be generous ! 


THE THIRD WORD. 


‘““WOMAN, BEHOLD THY SON! . . . BEHOLD 
THY MOTHER.” St. John xix., 26, 27. 


HE Third Word probably followed close 
upon the Second. Our Lorp has taught 
us the lesson of Generosity; now He 

teaches us the lesson of CONSIDERATION for 
others. He has taught us that generosity is the 
remedy for selfishness in prosperity; now He 
shows us that consideration for others is the 
remedy against selfishness in adversity. 

I. But first, let us remember that He had pre- 
pared His Blessed Mother for this Word, and 
for being parted from Him for the three days 
which followed. When He was but twelve years 
old she had lost Him for three days, and then 
had found Him in the Temple ; that three days’ 
loss of her Child at Jerusalem in His early life was 
the preparation for the three days when He was in 
the grave. What a useful lesson we may learn 
here ; that our little crosses, for which we do not 
see any use at the time, are often sent us by Gop 
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in His love to prepare us for the great crosses 
which are awaiting us ahead! There are so many 
little crosses in most lives, for which it would be 
difficult to find any immediate use, outside of 
training in self-control, and yet their real use is 
to prepare us by those acts of self-denial in small 
things to meet the great crosses of our lives, to 
make the great sacrifices which we must make 
some day, when we choose between Gop and the 
world. So our Blessed Lorp prepared His 
Mother, by the sorrow of His three days’ loss as 
a Child, for that crushing and awful sorrow when 
the sword was to pierce through her own soul, 
when she was to see Him die as a malefactor in 
agony on the Cross. 

II. Consideration for others! I spoke of the 
danger of selfishness, the root sin, especially 
under prosperity ; selfishness about our worldly 
goods. But selfishness is not confined to those 
who are prosperous; selfishness is not merely a 
sin of the rich and the happy and the healthy 
and the strong, it is quite as much a sin of the 
poor and the sick and the weakly who so often 
justify their selfishness by their very pains and 
sorrows! Now here we have our Lorp dying, 
racked with infinite pain—He has reached the one 
moment of His Life when we should say a person 
might be excused for thinking only of his own 
affairs, the one time when pain would so take 
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possession of a man that he might well be pardoned 
for thinking of nothing else but his own pain ; and 
yet in this hour our Lorp showed His considera- 
tion for others. He thought of the Mother whom 
He loved, and He provided for her ; He thought 
of the Disciple, the friend whom He loved, and 
He left him the dearest treasure, the richest 
legacy on earth—He left to S. John His Blessed 
Mother. His consideration and thoughtfulness 
for others, even in His suffering, were perfect. 
Now to apply this practically. Are there not 
times when we think we cannot do our work, and 
others ought to do it for us, because we have a 
little headache or some other trifling ailment ? 
This is the time to be considerate for others. Or 
when we are really sick, so that we cannot work, 
do we not expect every one to attend on us, are 
we not impatient and cross and irritable, and do 
we not think that we have almost a right to be 
so because we are suffering so much? Oh, the 
blessing of suffering as our Lorp suffered, in 
patience! How sad that we should lose that 
blessing by our impatience! Our suffering grew 
no whit the less, we had to bear it anyhow, and 
we lost all its merit, all its blessing, by being 
impatient and irritable. Our Lorp in His own 
suffering, in His own pain, in His own woe, 
thinks of others and provides for them—provides 
for His Blessed Mother and for His dear friend. 





166 The Three Hours’ Agony. 





And what a Mother was she! ‘The word 
‘‘mother’”’ carries us back to the home life at 
Nazareth, and what a home was that—the home 
of perfect love! It was the home of poverty, but 
poverty is no bar to the deepest happiness—it is 
often a help to it. It was the home of a car- 
penter in an obscure village of Galilee, and the 
home circle was made up of three—JESsus and 
Mary and Joseph. What a Mother! What a 
father! What a Son! It was the home, we 
may be sure, of industry. They worked hard 
during the day, and when the day’s work was 
over and Joseph came back from the carpenter’s 
shop to his home, and the sun was setting be- 
hind the western hills, and Jesus sat and rested 
His Head, perhaps, on Mary’s knee—Heaven 
then was as nearly on earth as Heaven has ever 
been ! 

III. And why is not your home like this ? 
Because you are selfish. Because you are not 
mutually considerate for one another. Because 
you, the mother, the wife, are so selfishly en- 
grossed in your own interests, or perhaps you are 
cross and irritable because you are sickly ; and 
you, the father, are so absorbed in outside inter- 
ests that you care nothing for home, and so your 
children grow up spoiled, ruined, with the tares of 
evil sown in their tender hearts almost before they 
know what evil is. How few nowadays really 
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know what a mother’s love is! They know what 
a mother’s selfish affection is, in spoiling her child 
by gratifying every wrong impulse to save herself 
the pain of refusing, or the trouble of bringing 
up the child rightly—but a mother’s love as it 
should be, a mother’s watchful care, how rare it 
is! O mothers in this congregation to-day, as 
you meditate upon this Word from the Cross, 
think of the home at Nazareth, of Mary and 
Joseph and Jesus, and pray that your home life 
may be more like theirs! It all came, or at least 
it largely came, from consideration for one an- 
other. Can you by any stretch of the imagina- 
tion think of Mary acting selfishly, as some 
mothers do in the present day? Impossible ! 
All her thoughts were of Jesus and Joseph !. 

IV. And then our Lorn thought not only of 
His Mother but of His friend, and gave him the 
dearest treasure of His love, His Mother. And 
friendship—what a glorious gift of Gop it is! But 
it too must be founded on that same spirit of un- 
selfish consideration for others. The person who 
likes to possess a friend simply to minister to his 
own selfish affection is sure to give way to envy 
and jealousy when any one else steps in and 
seems to claim even a small part of that friend’s 
time or attachment. What a witness against 
envy and jealousy! Our Lorp gives up His 
Mother and His friend, that He may bind them 
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together by a new bond, depriving Himself of 
the great consolation of their sympathy in His 
affliction and suffering ! 

Oh, then let us learn—let us ask our Lorp 
upon the Cross to help us to learn the lesson of 
considerateness-let us pray to the dear Sprrrr 
of Gop, Who is in us, to give us more of the 
spirit of consideration for others in our life, con- 
siderateness in our home life, considerateness in 
our friendship, and especially considerateness 
when we ourselves are in pain and weakness 
and sorrow); so that, as the Second Word taught 
us to be unselfish in prosperity, this, the Third 
Word may teach us to be unselfish in the time 
of adversity ! 


THE FOURTH WORD. 


““MY GOD, MY GOD, WHY HAST THOU FORSAKEN 
ME?” St. Matthew xxvit., 46. 


CHANGE comes over the scene. ‘The sun 
hides his face from the deed of cruelty and 
shame. As in the ancient plague of 

Egypt, a thick darkness, which may be felt, 
steals over the heavens and hides all things from 
men’s eyes. Then from out the thick darkness 
comes the bitter cry of dereliction from the Suf- 
ferer on the Cross, ‘‘ My Gop, My Gop, why hast 
Thou forsaken Me?” 

Our Lorp has taught us the three great 
lessons that we need in our dealings with our 
neighbor—self-control, the spirit of meekness ; 
generosity, the outcome of love ; considerateness, 
the practice of self-denial. And now He turns 
from the world which He loved so well to Gop; 
because He has to teach us that we have not only 
duties to the world, but duties to our own soul. 
We have not only to be gentle and generous and 
considerate to those among whom we live and 
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work in this world, but we have to prepare our 
souls to meet Gop. 


I. Ah, it is just because our Blessed LorD 
was so unselfish and worked so well and hard for 
every one else, that we forget the great lesson 
of His Life was zo¢ the lesson of work. He 
went up and down doing good, healing the sick, 
casting out devils, raising the dead, comforting the 
sorrowful, preaching the Gospel of Peace ; but that 
was only the secondary object of His coming into 
the world. ‘The one great thing for which our 
Blessed Lorp lived and died was to offer to Gop 
a perfect life, the perfect obedience of a human 
will, for the redemption of the world.* His Words 

of eloquence and love, helpful as they are, would 
not have redeemed us from sin. ‘The Sacrifice of 
' the Cross did that ; and the Sacrifice of the Cross 
was but the culminating act, the climax of that 
\ life of obedience and devotion to His FATHER’S 
{ / Will which our Blessed Lorp had lived from the 
beginning. He came into the world to cultivate 
one perfect human soul, and then to offer that 
soul by a mighty and perfect act of obedience and 
self-sacrifice to Gop for our redemption. 

When we are thinking of work—external work 
—what we call works of charity, let us remember 
that they cannot take the place of the one su- 
preme duty of our life, to cultivate our own soul 
for Gop. And so, in the four last Words from the 
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Cross our Blessed Lorn turns away, as it were, 
from the world, and shows us how we are to pre- 
pare our souls to meet Gop. 


II. First, there was the suffering. The thick 
darkness which rolled round the Cross was but a 
type of that still thicker darkness and desolation, 
the gloom of sin, which rolledin upon our Lorp’s 
Soul like the mighty billows rolling in upon some 
rocky shore ; and in the agony of that darkness of 
sin with which He had to come in contact, our 
Lorp found the presence of His FatTHEr hidden 
from His Human Soul, as the clouds of earth hide 
the sun from us on a dark day. Never for one 
instant was there any separation—nay, when the 
day is darkest we know the sun is no farther off. 
It is no change in the sun; the change is in the 
interposition of the earthly clouds ; and so in our 
times of desolation, when we feel ourselves de- 
serted, we know that we are not really forsaken, 
for we have those words of our Blessed Lorp in 
Holy Scripture, ‘‘I will never leave thee, nor 
forsake thee.’”’ And our Lorp utters His Cry 
in order to show us that we are not forsaken. 
Do you say to me, ‘‘How can that be?” I 
answer, Because the next Word but one was the 
triumph-cry, ‘‘It is finished!’ There was a 
sense of separation; though nothing but sin can 
really separate us from Gop, and in Him was no 
sin. The clouds of our sin came and seemed to 
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veil for a while His FATHER’s face, but almost 
immediately after, when the darkness has passed 
away, He says ina loud voice, ‘‘It is finished !”’ 
The battle is won, the darkness past, the sun 

{ again shines ! 

“JI. And what is the lesson? ‘The lesson we 
are to learn from this Word, surely, is PRAYER— 
in times of sorrow and desolation and darkness, 
that we should have recourse at once to prayer. 
‘““My Gop, my Gop, why hast Thou forsaken 
me?’’ Not O Gop, but still and always my 
Gop, and never more my Gop than when in 
love chastising me. ‘‘ When I was in trouble, I 
gat me to my Lorp right humbly.’’ ‘This is the 
great purpose of trouble—that, like a spur, it 
may urge uson to Gop. ‘Trouble has one of two 
effects upon the human soul; it either sours and 
embitters it and drives it away from Gop, or else . 
it makes it loving and tender and gentle and 
brings it closer to Gop. ‘‘ My Gop, my Gop!”’ 
this must be our cry in every sorrow and trouble 
of life. 

i. Whence does our desolation come? As I 
have said, we know from the very example of our 
Lorp that we never are forsaken. We know 
this as surely as that the clouds of earth always 
pass away and the sun always shines again; so, 
if we are faithful, will the clouds which hide from 
us Gop’s Presence disperse, and that Presence 
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will shine on us as before. ! What is the cause, 
then, of this sense of desolation? I will speak of 
only one cause—a very common, and a most 
blessed one. It is the reaction which comes after 
a great act of sacrifice. Our Lorp had parted 
with all He loved on earth. He had given up 
His Mother and His friend, wringing His loving 
Heart by renouncing all human affection. He 
made the sacrifice, and though there was no 
hesitation about the act, yet after it came an in- 
tense sense of desolation, as if earth and Heaven 
alike had left Him. With you it may be the 
same—when you have done most for Gop, made 
a most glorious sacrifice, you afterwards feel that 
sense of deadness, coldness, and desolation. 

ii. You say, ‘‘My Gop, I gave it up for 
Thee, and now, why, dost Thou not give Thy- 
self to me at once?’’ Why? Because Gop’s 
gifts of sensible devotion in this world are 
often given to His children at the beginning 
of their spiritual life, just as we give rewards 
to children to—shall we say it?—bribe them 
to be good; but when they grow up we ex- 
pect them to do right because it is right to do 
right, and the child who was a/ways rewarded for 
doing right would soon be spoiled. And so we 
are to give up the things which Gop asks of us, 
not because we expect Him to give us as a reward 
great sweetness and peace ; but because we count 
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it all joy to enter into the fellowship of His suffer- 
ings. Sometimes He does not bestow upon us the 
gift, in order that we may go beyond the gift and 
rest in the Giver. Just as a mother, teaching her 
little one to walk, withdraws her hand for a mo- 
ment or so to see if it is yet able to walk alone, 
but upon the slightest sign of tottering puts out 
her hand again to keep the child from falling ; so 
Gop in His Fatherly Love sometimes withdraws 
His gifts from us for a little while—our joy in 
prayer, our fervency in devotion—to teach us 
that we are to live for Him alone, and to see 
whether we can advance a few steps without 
these aids; but His Hand is never withdrawn 
from us entirely. Gop sometimes takes away the 
L gift, that we may rest only in Himself the Giver. 
~ IV. The lesson, which we are to learn, then, is 
the great lesson of Prayer. It isa mistake to sup- 
pose that prayer is intended to win from Gop 
what we wish; it is to bring us into union with 
Gop, to make us wish, to make us long for what 
Gop wills. So, in time of trouble, flee to Gop in 
prayer ; not that He may take the trouble away, 
but that you may have your will conformed to 
His, as in Gethsemane our Lorp said, ‘‘O My 
FATHER, if it be possible, let this cup pass from 
Me; nevertheless not as I will, but as Thou wilt.”’ 
This is the true end of prayer—the complete con- 
formity of the human will to the Divine. And 
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there is no time when we so much need this as 
when we are in trouble. In the hour of trial flee 
to Gop in prayer. 

V. Some, in time of trouble, say ‘‘ My mind is 
filled with the difficulties and worries of my life so 
that I cannot collect my thoughts to pray.’’ Oh, 

‘then you must spread the wings of the Dove, 
and fly away into the Presence of Gop, using 
, those wings of the Dove, the Hoty Guxost, in 
that greatest of all spiritual exercises, the exer- 


_cise of prayer! ‘‘But,’’ you tell me, “I do 
not know how to pray.’’ Then learn some 
prayers by heart. ‘‘ What prayers, shall I 


learn?’’ Learn the Psalter, the prayers which 
Jesus learned! In the Psalter we have an ab- 
solutely inexhaustible treasury of prayer. In 
times of trouble, and especially on the bed of 
sickness and death, we need to know forms of 
devotions by heart. When the mind is weak 
and the body is racked with pain, we can say the 
words of the inspired Psalter. Learn, there- 
fore, Psalms or parts of Psalms by heart. Take 
the 119th Psalm. It is called ‘‘the Psalm of the 
Saints,’ because all the Saints have loved it 
and used it so much; and it is, with the excep- 
tion of the 51st, the one most often used in the 
Church of Gop; for in the Breviary Offices it 
occurs every day of the year; this Psalm (which 
is so long that you perhaps have never even 
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tried to say it, excepting when you spread it 
over three or four days in the Services of the 
Church) is said daily by every Priest who says 
the Breviary Offices. ‘Then there are the Grad- 
ual Psalms, (Psalms 120 to 135), and the Peni- 
tential Psalms, and the Passion Psalms. Learn 
them, when you have a spare moment, instead of 
giving way to idle thoughts—learn them that both 
in learning them and in reciting them you may 
have something with which to keep away sins of 
thought. And then in the moment of sickness, 
in the time of trouble, in the hour of temptation, 
and especially in the day of death, what a treas- 
ure you will have to draw from! I remember in 
Cardinal Capecelatro’s life of S. Philip Neri an 
account of the death of one of S. Philip’s spir- 
itual children, a man whom he dearly loved, 
named Salviati. He had been sick for some 
time, and when at last the end drew near, and 
the doctors knew that he must die, they told 
S. Philip. S. Philip raised him tenderly and 
broke the news to him, and Salviati answered in 
the words of the Psalmist, ‘‘ I was glad when 
they said unto me, We will go into the House of 
the Lorp!’’ Learn the Psalter, and you will 
find its words like inspirations coming up not 
only at the hour of death, but in time of tempta- 
tion and trouble, and indeed all through your life. 
This is one of the lessons of the Fourth Word. 
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There is a tradition in the Church that our 
Blessed LORD repeated the Psalter on the Cross, 
beginning with the 22d Psalm, which commences 
with these very words, ‘‘ My Gop, My Gop, Why 
hast Thou forsaken Me?’”’ and going on repeating 
the Psalms secretly (except where in the Fifth 
and Sixth Words He uttered certain words aloud), 
and finally ending with the sixth verse of the 
31st Psalm, ‘‘ Into Thy Hands I commend My 
Spirit,’’—and there He stopped. He could not 
say, continuing the verse, ‘‘ For Thou hast re- 
deemed Me,”’’ so with those last words, ‘“‘ FATHER, 
into Thy Hands Icommend My Spirit,’’ He bowed 
His Head and died. The Psalter was the help 
of our LorpD upon the Cross, and the Psalter is 
the great treasure-house of prayer for the Chris- 
tian soul. ; 


I2 


THE FIFTH WORD. 
“7 gaRet.”’ St. Fokn re., 20. 


HE thick darkness had rolled away from the 
Cross, and the sun once more began to 
shine. ‘The crisis of the Passion was over ; 

the victory was almost at hand; and our LorD 
uttered the words, ‘‘I am thirsty’’ (for such is 
the more accurate rendering of the original). 

To“ Pamithirsty.~ [ This thirst was the result 
of His physical and mental sufferings. JESUS was 
thirsty in every part of. His Nature ; in Body, 
Soul, and Spirit. His Passion was borne in the 
ee of His Human Nature. 

. His Body thirsted, as the body of every 
nae does thirst ; and so first we may consider 
this Word as the on of bodily need, of 
physical thirst. 

li. But, oh, that does not cover the deep 
meaning of the words, for how much more did 
He thirst in His Soul, thirst for those souls whom 
He loved and for whom He died, thirst for you, 
for your salvation! And more; for [even if 
you are in the way of salvation, if you have given 
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Him your soul, still He thirsts for your acts of 
love, for your acts of self-sacrifice, for all that you 
can offer to assuage His thirst! Is there not 
something you can bring this Holy Week to 
satisfy this thirst of our Lorp for your soul? Is 
there not some act of penitence, some act of satis- 
faction? If in the past you have been wanting 
in self-control, can you not do some act of pen- 
ance for it? Ifyou have been wanting in gen- 
erosity, can you not make amends for it by 
some special act of almsgiving? If you have 
been wanting in considerateness for others, can 
you not do some act of kindness to show your sor- 
row forit? Is there not something you can give 
Him—your heart, your mind, your strength—to 
quench His thirst? } 

iii. /But the words ‘‘I am thirsty’’ have a 
third’ meaning, the greatest and highest of all. 
His Bodily thirst, and the thirst of His Soul, were 
as nothing compared with His Spiritual thirst for 
His FatuHer. ‘The clouds of sin had separated 
His Soul for a while from the Vision of His 
Faruer’s Face. He had said, ‘‘ Why hast Thou 
forsaken Me?’’ But now the clouds had rolled 
away ; the brief moment of separation was over ; 
and He said, ‘‘I thirst.” Yes, He thirsted for the 
end, for the moment when He could say, We 
will go into the House of the Lor», for the work 
is done ; I will go into the House of Gop, Heaven, 
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taking with Me human nature sanctified, re- 
deemed, glorified! He thirsted for the end, 
the glory of Gop! And we too must in some 
degree thirst in these three ee, 

II. What is the lesson of this Word, ‘‘ I thirst ’’ ? 
‘TEMPERANCE. 

i. Temperance in food, temperance in drink, 
temperance in sleep. How many of our sins 
come from intemperance! I am not thinking 
now of that great sin of indulgence in alco- 
holic liquors which has done so much to mar the 
happiness of the human race; but rather of those 
smaller sins which you give way to: sloth, in- 
temperance in Jody, waste of time in sleep, rest- 
ing when you do not need rest. And then in 
food, the sin of daintiness, inordinate carefulness 
in what you eat and drink, wasting money on 
luxurious food, as though food were an end in- 
stead of ameans. And then do not pass over the 
sin of intemperance in dvivk, (in quality if not 
in quantity,) wasting money in expensive wines. 
Our Lorn says, “‘I thirst.’’ Do not take any 
more than your body requires of food, or drink, 
or sleep. Your body will be the stronger for it, 
Dy to do more work, and better work. 

i, And then what money you save in this way 
you can use in your thirst for souls ; for you cannot 
love Gop without loving souls, without thirsting 
for the salvation of those souls for whom He died. 
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And what you have thus saved by temperance 
in food and drink, you can use in missionary 
work, in winning others to Him. Why is it so 
difficult to get money for missionary work? Be- 
cause on the one hand people do not feel the great 
privilege and responsibility of working for souls ; 
and on the other hand: they do not realize how 
much money they wasfe on themselves. How 
much you could give to the work of winning souls 
to Gop, all of you, if you were to practise tem- 
perance in food, if you were to make your food 
more simple and plain. And, so far from suf- 
fering from it, you would probably be healthier. 
Then again you say, ‘‘I have no time for my 
prayers, for my meditations ;’’ and yet you have 
time to gratify yourself in so many, many un- 
necessary things! Be temperate in the use of 
time, and you will have es for better 
prayer and meditation. 

iii, And then, lastly, if you exercise temperance 
in body you will not only be able to gratify your 
thirst for souls, but you will have a greater thirst 
for Gop. ‘That love of Gop which we all say 
‘is so dull and dead and cold in our hearts—that 
| love of Gop which makes His service the in- 
tensest delight of life, that love of Gop which 
transforms our very life on earth—depends very 
largely on the exercise of temperance. Often 
the reason why we cannot love Gop is because 
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we love these wretched bodies of ours so much, 
because we are so intemperate in gratifying” 
them. A little more slumber, a little more 
sleep, and therefore I am too late in the morning 
to say my prayers properly, or perhaps to say 
them at all. I have come home tired, and I 
must rest, and therefore I have not time to 
do the work I said I would do for Gop. The 
love of Gop is deadened by gratifying the tastes 
of this wretched body of mine which was given 
me to be the obedient slave of my will, but has long 
since become instead the tyrant of my life. The 
exercise of temperance is the only way to bring 
the body into subjection ; and just in proportion 
as you practise temperance there comes into your 
heart and life a deeper love forGop. Few things 
are so productive of love of Gop, and there- 
fore of happiness in our religious life, as daily 
self-denial in the unnecessary self-indulgences of 
the body. It has been said that sloth is incom- 
patible with real love of Gop. ‘The person 
who has sloth for his besetting sin, and who 
gives way to it, cannot love Gop. For what 
is sloth? It is the body rejoicing in its own in- 
capacity. ‘To what other part of our nature can 
we point which is like it? The powers of our 
nature all rejoice in being exercised. Sloth is the 
body rejoicing in its own utter incapacity and in- 
ability. How unreasonable sloth is! And then 





The fafth Word. 183 








it is so incompatible with the love of Gop, for it 
is deliberately gratifying self, instead of obeying 
the call to work for Gop. How can I give way 
again and again to my lower nature, and yet say 
I love Gop, or expect to love Gop? 

“T thirst !’? Thirst of body, teaching us tem- 
perance, self-denial. ‘Thirst of soul, teaching us 
how we can employ what we have saved by our 
temperance, in missionary work ; and then, as the 
result of these two, thirst for Gop, for His Glory ; 
thirst for eternity, for Heaven. And this thirst 
will make us even now taste, as it were, the joys 
of Heaven in our life of exile on earth. Let us, 
in the few moments of silence that will follow, 
pray that we may be able to say with truth those 
words of our Lorp—‘“‘I thirst.’’ Oh, may you 
know what it is to thirst in your physical nature, 
and to say to the slave, your body, ‘‘ You shall 
not have what you want!’’ May you know 
what it is to thirst for souls, and to have that 
thirst gratified by Gop’s using you as His instru- 
ment in bringing others to Him! And, best of 
all, may you thirst for Heaven; and when the 
soul is breaking away from the prison-house of 
the body, may you be able to say, like that dis- 
ciple of S. Philip, ‘“‘I was glad when they said 
unto me, We will go into the House of the 


Lorp !”’ 


THE SIXTH WORD. 
‘“‘7P IS FINISHED.” St. Fohn xtx., 30. 


HREE times in revelation we find this ex- 
pression, ‘‘It is finished.’’ First, after the 
Six Days of Creation, when Gop finished 
His Work. Again, after the building up of the 
New Jerusalem, as we read in the Book of Revela- 
tion (x, 7; xvi, 17), when shall go forth the pro- 
clamation, ‘‘Itis finished! ‘Time is over, eternity 
begun.’’? And then midway between the two, in 
the laying of the Foundation Stone of that New 
Jerusalem, in the very centre of history, our LorD 
cries from the Cross, ‘‘It is finished. ‘The work of 
Redemption is accomplished—the Chief Corner- 
Stone of Heaven is laid!’’ Of the many lessons 
taught by this Sixth Word, which shall we take as 
our own to-day ? ‘The lesson of all lessons, on the 
right understanding of which eternity depends ; 
the lesson of PERSEVERANCE. 

I. Shall I persevere? It is so easy to begin, so 
hard to look forward to the long, weary years of 
my exile, and, knowing my own weakness and 
waywardness, to face the question, Shall I per- 
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severe to the end? JI am in earnest now; Ido 
desire to love Gop now ; now, there is no sacri- 
fice He could ask of me that I would not freely 
make for Him; but oh! the bitter experience of 
the past has shown me how easily I can become 
so absorbed in the interests of this world as to 
forget that I must seek first the kingdom of Gop 
—so absorbed as sometimes almost to forget Gop 
Himself! Shall I persevere? Howcan I be sure 
of persevering ? 

I will answer this question as a great Saint 
once answered it. In the life of S. Philip Neri 
we read that a young man came to him one day 
in all the enthusiasm of early manhood ; a young 
man endowed with many gifts, and with that 
strength of mind which looks forward into the 
future, and carefully counts the cost of what it 
undertakes. He said, ‘‘ Father Philip, if I were 
sure that I should persevere to the end, I would 
live the life of a saint; but I see so many begin, 
and so few go on to the end; so many pass 
through the phase of religious earnestness, and 
then, like Demas of old, go back to the world, 
that I fear to begin lest I should not have courage 
to persevere.’ S. Philip replied, ‘‘ What would 
you do if you were suve you would persevere?” 
“J would say my prayers with great devotion 
every day,”’ said the young man, “I would make 
my self-examination carefully every nights 1 
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would go to Confession and Communion with 
great regularity ; I would every day try to live in 
all things for the glory of Gop.’”’ ‘‘ Well,’’ said S. 
Philip, ‘‘ do this—keep on doing it—never begin 
to give up any one of these things, and you will 
persevere to the end; I promise you this !”’ 

And so I promise you to-day, and warn you 
that it is the degznnizng to give up religious duties 
that hinders perseverance. At first there is, per- 
haps, only the giving up of some little thing, 
when one says to one’s self, ‘‘ Why should I be 
so particular about this? It is not a matter of 
obligation. ‘This devotional practice—it helped 
me in the past, but I have got tired of it now; it 
does not help me now; I will give it up. But of 
course, I never mean to give up any of the great 
things of the spiritual life—I never mean to give up 
the Sacraments!’’ ‘Then, perhaps, when another 
year has passed during which you have been fre- 
quenting the Sacraments, you go on to say, 
‘“Why should I communicate so often? Why 
should I go to Confession when I have not fallen 
into mortal sin?’’ Oh, if you ever say that, let 
me warn you it is like challenging the devil to 
make you commit mortal sin; it is like chal- 
lenging Gop to leave you to yourself! Per- 
severance is simply going on doing faithfully all 
the duties of life, using faithfully all the means 
of grace, and never giving up anything. Dear 
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child of Gop, if you ever think of giving up any 
one thing in your rule of life because it seems to 
help you less than it used to do, remember you 
are hovering over the possible beginning of giving 
up—everything ! Gop will never cease to offer 
you His grace; but if you say, because of your 
self-love and your sloth, ‘‘I can dispense with this 
or that which I did in the past ; I do not need it 
any longer,’’—then, it may be, you are beginning 
to give up perseverance. 

II. While, therefore, the essence of perseverance 
consists in never giving up anything we have 
begun, let me go a step farther and point out 
some things in the Life of our Blessed Lorn, the 
imitation of which will help us to persevere to the 
end. 

i. First, the life and strength of perseverance is 
the doing each thing at the right time, and with- 
out hurry. Hurry, often the result of trying to 
do too much, is, even in spiritual things, a great 
hindrance to perseverance. You may say, ‘‘ There 
is so much to be done!”’ Yes, but, dear child 
of Gop, you cannot do it all. If when your life 
is over you have done one or two things well, 
it will be more to the glory of Gop and for the 
good of your soul, than if you had begun a hun- 
dred things and left them all unfinished. Avoid 
hurry. Look at the Life of Jesus. He waited 
thirty years before He began His Ministry, and 
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yet He had.so much to do, the Christian Religion 
to teach—the world to save! But He did not 
wait in idleness. He did the simple duties of 
His every-day Life. The world would say, 
‘What waste, for that wondrous Mind and Soul 
and Body of Jesus to do the work which a com- 
mon carpenter could have done just as well!” 
O dear Lorp, we thank Thee that Thou didst do 
those humble duties to teach us that we must do 
our common, every-day work just as carefully 
and as well as the great works of our life. 

ii. Again, never waste time. Do the simplest 
work which falls to your lot, the simplest house- 
hold task, washing the dishes, sweeping the 
floors—do it thoroughly, and you will be making 
the best preparation for the greater work which 
Gop may one day call upon you to do, the work, 
perhaps, of helping othersouls. But if you think 
that because you have not an opportunity to use 
your greater talents, you need not do the trifling 
things about your daily path of life, except ina 
slovenly way ; then, when the great opportunity 
does come, you will find that you cannot rise up 
to use it. Think of our Blessed Lorp every day 
doing that humble work as a village carpenter, 
not even a skilled mechanic ; and, when the thirty 
years were over, sweeping up the shop neat and 
clean, putting away the tools in their right places, 
and going out to save the world! Perseverance 
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depends not only on not giving up things which 
you have begun, but on doing little things well. 
““He that is faithful in that which is least, is 
faithful also in much.’’ One little thing which 
you must all do well, if you are really to prepare 
for any great work, is to say your prayers well. 
I might make it even simpler, and say, your 
morning prayers, for they are the ones which be- 
cause they are so very important the devil so often 
manages to make the worst. Say them in a rev- 
erent attitude, with a recollected mind, carefully. 
Do this every day, and you are making a most 
glorious preparation ; you are laying the strong 
foundation for doing some day a great work for 
Gop. And, dear child of Curist, if Gop should 
ever call you to that great work, and you have 
not been saying your prayers well, then the work 
perhaps will fail because, not knowing how to 
pray, you cannot get grace and light to do it. 

iii. Another thought: not only avoid hurry 
in your work, but try to be entirely indifferent 
about its result. Perhaps a worldly-wise man 
or woman somewhere would say, ‘‘ That is very 
bad advice ; for if one does not pin one’s whole 
energy in work on its success, how can one 
do it with enthusiasm?’’ What is the answer? 
The Saints managed to work with enthusiasm, 
and yet they were quite indifferent about results. 
If you are working for success you are working 
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for the world, you are working for yourself; and 
when you do not succeed, but are defeated, you 
are crushed and disappointed ; and worse still, if 
you do obtain success, your life is generally poi- 
soned by it. You work for success, you getit, and 
by it you lose your place in Heaven! Work for 
Gop, not for success, if you want your work to 
be eternal in its results for good. Just when the 
world had reached the conclusion that our LoRD’s 
Life was a failure, just when it was looking upon 
Him nailed to the Cross and dying as a malefac- 
tor, and was thinking that He had failed in His 
Mission, ¢hex it was that our Lorp said, ‘‘It is 
finished !’? ‘That work which the world thought 
a failure is the only work which failure has never 
in the least degree touched. Work, then, because 
it is right! Work from principle, not for suc- 
cess! Work for Gop, not for the world or for self ; 
and then you will find you can do no work, how- 
ever humble, which will not be eternally good in 
its results. ‘‘ Blessed are the dead which die in 
the Lorp ; even so saith THe Spirit; for they 
rest from their labours, and their works do follow 
them.’’ Not the works which were done for suc- 
cess ; they will remain behind in the world, they 
will perish with the dying world; but the works 
which were done for Gop, they will follow them, 
follow them to the Day of Judgment, follow them 
through all the glorious ages of eternity—the 
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work of which they have been able to say, as our 
Lorp said, ‘‘ It is finished.”’ 

iv. Through all He persevered until it was fin- 
ished. How much we begin ; how little we finish ! 
As we look back we find life strewn as it were with 
works begun, with intended works, but so very 
few of them ever reached the final stage of com- 
pletion, and why? Always from want of perse- 
verance. ‘‘I got tired of a practice, of a duty, 
of a work, and then I began to give it up.” 
Think before you begin; count the cost; do not 
attempt too much ; do not be ina hurry; do not 
try too many things; but when you have put 
your hand to the plough say, not in any spirit of 
pride but for love of Gop, ‘‘I cannot turn back ; 
I said I would do this, and I must!’’ This will 
develop in you the moral strength which, with 
the grace of Gop, makes perseverance almost 
easy, almost certain. 

When on our death-bed we look back, as our 
Lorp looked back on His Life from the Cross, 
what shall we see? What will have been fini- 
shed? A life of self-indulgence, which means a 
life of failure; opportunities wasted; and, then 
awaiting us, an eternity of misery? Or shall we 
see a life finished, which we have lived for the 
glory of Gop, and because finished, winning the 
eternal glory of Heaven? 


THE SEVENTH WORD. 


“PATHER, INTO THY HANDS I COMMEND MY 
spirit.” Sf. Luke, 7472.) 96. 


HE struggle is now ending as all such strug- 
gles end—in rest. The victory was assured 
with the triumph-cry, ‘‘It is finished !”’ 

And now the act of oblation ; and then—rest. But 
first Jesus bows His Head, and His Lips move 
once more; and He speaks the Seventh and Last 
Word to teach us the great lesson we need to learn 
for life—the lesson of RESIGNATION. 

Towards our neighbor He has taught us Self- 
control, Generosity, Considerateness; towards 
ourself Prayer, Temperance, Perseverance ; now 
towards Gop He teaches us Resignation. 

I. Two wills struggling may betoken growth, 
but it is only when one of these wills has con- 
quered that there can be peace and rest. Our 
Lorp shows us when peace can be won and rest 
reached. It is when the flesh is nailed to the 
Cross, when the lower nature is crucified, and the 
Will of Gop is all in all; when we can say, in re- 
gard to everything, ‘‘ FATHER, into Thy Hands 
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I commend my spirit.” We sing Faber’s beauti- 
ful hymn about conformity to the Will of Gop: 


I worship thee, sweet Will of Gop! 
And all thy ways adore, 
And every day I live I seem 
To love thee more and more. 
* * * * * 
I love to kiss each print where thou 
Hast set thine unseen feet : 
I cannot fear thee, blessed Will ! 
Thine empire is so sweet. 
* * * * * 
I have no cares, O blessed Will! 
For all my cares are thine ; 
I live in triumph, Lorp ! for Thou 
Hast made Thy triumphs mine. 
% * * * * 
He always wins, who sides with Gop, 
To him no chance is lost ; 
Gop’s Will is sweetest to him when 
It triumphs at his cost. 


Ill that He blesses is our good, 
And unblest good is ill ; 

And all is right that seems most wrong, 
If it be His sweet Will! 


Is this true? Or do we only love the Will of 
Gop when it demands what we wish to do? Can 
we say we love it best when it triumphs at our 
cost, when it claims of us, as it did of Abraham, 


the sacrifice of that which we love most dearly in 
13 
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this world? ‘‘Thy Will be done.’ ‘FATHER, 
into Thy Hands I commend My Spirit.’’ Let us 
strive to learn the last lesson from the Words 
of Jesus, the lesson of Resignation. 


II. We are not always happy in this world. 
From what does most of our unhappiness come ? 
It ought to come only from sin, but, alas, it is 
generally from want of resignation to Gop’s Will. 
As with some foolish bird, beating its wings 
against the bars of its cage, striking its head 
against the wires until it is covered with blood 
and drops stunned, or perhaps dead, upon the 
floor of its prison ; so is it with the soul that can- 
not say, ‘“‘ Thy Will be done.’’ Gon’s Will is 
the mighty power which called all things into 
existence, and holds all things in their places. 
Gop’s Will rules the world. Wemay as well think 
that by dashing ourselves against the stone wall 
of some prison we can get free, as suppose that 
by rebellion we can change Gon’s Will. Gop is 
as unchangeable as He is almighty. Wecan do 
His Will and find our happiness in it; or we can 
resist His Will and be miserable. Yes, resigna- 
tion is the secret of happiness. If the devotion 
of my life is the devotion of the Life of Jesus, to 
do Gop’s Will,—if I can say, as He did, ‘‘ My 
meat is to do the Will of Him That sent Me, 
and to finish His work,’’ ‘‘I seek not Mine own 
Will, but the Will of the FataEer Which hath 
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sent Me,’’ then life here, in spite of all its dark- 
ness and sin, will be a life of happiness. 


III. And what does resignationimply? Simply 
two things: Obedience and Trust. Not only did 
the first sin enter the human soul through dis- 
obedience, not only can all the long train of evils 
which come from the fall of man be traced to that 
sin, but each individual sin is a new act of dis- 
obedience; and, as I have reminded you, the 
essence of our Blessed Lorn’s Sacrifice, by which 
He redeemed man upon the Cross, was the offering 
of a perfect human will, the climax indeed of the 
offering of a life of perfect obedience. As S. 
Paul says: ‘‘ Being found in fashion as a man, 
He humbled Himself, and became obedient unto 
death, even the death of the cross.”’ 

i. And this obedience to the Will of Gop must 
be promptly rendered not only when we can see 
the reason for it, the usefulness of it; but quite 
as much when we can see no reason forit. We 
must obey because we realize that what is Gop’s 
Will, although we may not understand it, must 
always be right and good and loving. But obedi- 
ence alone would be intolerable unless it sprang 
from trust. We must be able to say: ‘““O my 
Gop, I have learned to trust Thee because I have 
learned to love Thee, because I have learned the 
infinite love that Thou hast for me. How can I 
ever distrust Thee, when Thou didst die to prove 
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Thy love for me ; when, as I look back upon my 
life in all its changeful scenes, I see Thy Hand of 
love guiding and protecting me, Thyself calling 
me back when I have strayed from Thee? How 
can I ever distrust thee, when I know that Thou 
art all-wise and all-powerful, while I am so igno- 
rant and weak? How can I doubt the wisdom, 
the love of Thy Providence, if I believe in Thee? 
O my Gop, I believe in Thee, I trust Thee ; and 
therefore I desire with every power of my nature 
to obey Thee!”’ 

Gop has ordered all things in this world to 
lead us to practise obedience. Nature obeys the 
laws which Gop has impressed upon it. The 
proper education of a child has for its purpose the 
training of the will in habits of obedience, first to 
its earthly father and mother, and then obedience 
to its Father in Heaven speaking through its 
Mother, the Church on earth. For we have still 
to be children in the sense that except we be con- 
verted and become as little children, that is, in 
obedience and humility, in simplicity and love,— 
we cannot enter the Kingdom of Heaven. And 
as the discipline of childhood is to train us in 
obedience to our earthly parents, so the discipline 
of life is to teach us to obey Gop. , 

ii. Learn to obey and to trust Gop, and then 
you cannot but be entirely resigned. What Gop 
does is always best. Why do the wheels of human 
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life run with so much friction, and creak with 
complaints as they move? The common cause is 
worry. We worry so often over our difficulties 
and trials! How foolish! For if by any effort 
of our own, aided by Gop’s grace, we can remove 
them, we should work, not worry ; but if we can- 
not get rid of the difficulties because it is Gop’s 
Will that we should bear them, then how useless 
it is to worry! ‘Trust in Gop; believe in His 
love; practise resignation—and worrying be- 
comes a lost art. ‘‘O tarry thou the Lorp’s 
leisure ; be strong, and He shall comfort thine 
heart ; and put thou thy trust in the Lorp.”’ 


IV. But we must stop. The three hours’ watch 
is past. The tolling of the church bell tells us by 
its knell that the struggle of our Blessed Lorp 
upon the Cross is now over. When we go home 
let us not forget what we have seen and heard, but 
in the quietness of our own chamber try to think 
over what has been taught us—the lessons, so 
simple, so universally necessary for every-day 
life! Self-Control, Generosity, Considerateness, 
Prayer, Temperance, Perseverance, and perfect 
Resignation. Let us strive to gather up what is 
left of this Lent, to-night and to-morrow, and not 
wait for another Good Friday to come round ; 
but at once, in the power of our Lorp’s Resigna- 
tion, in the grace of our Easter Communion, begin 
to practise what Jesus has taught us from the 
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Cross. Let us now kneel once more for a moment 
in silence, and offer ourselves again to Gop, 
promising to be more faithful to His light and 
grace ; and then when we go out into the world 
which crucified Him, let us go out with hearts 
crucified, nailed with Him to the Cross, fixed in 
determination to live for Him, and for Him only. 
‘“O Gop, my heart is fixed, my heart is fixed ; I 
will sing and give praise with the best member 
that I have.’’ And He Who has given you the 
desire to do this will give you the grace here, and 
hereafter will give you the reward, when, the 
struggle being over, you can say, ‘‘I was glad 
when they said unto me, We will go into the 
House of the Lorn !’’—glad to go into that house 
of suffering, and yet of rest, in the Intermediate 
State for a little while ; and at length, when puri- 
fied from all stain of sin, to be admitted into the 
House of His glory for eternity ! 
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